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MAUDE ADAMS fnmexee THE LIFTLE MINISTER 


SUMPTUOUS new illustrated edition of this most popular novel, with 32 full-page 








pictures of Miss Adams and her company, illustrating the principal scenes in the 
story. Every one who has ever read the story or seen the play will want this 
beautiful book. In luxurious binding of white vellum, elaborately stamped in gold, 
size 64% x9%, 400 pages, each copy sealed and enclosed in a box. The most attractive 


gift-book of the year. Price $2.50. 


SKETCHES AND CARTOONS. By C. D. GIBSON. 


MR. GIBSON’S NEW BOOK FOR 1898, containing eighty-four of his best cartoons and sketches, beautifully printed on heavy 
paper and handsomely bound, being the third book in the series of which ‘* Drawings by C. D. Gibson”’ was the first and 


“Pictures of People” the second. It is confidently expected that this will be the most popular, as it is the most artistic 
and entertaining of all Mr. Gibson’s books. Large folio, 12x18 inches, bound in Japan vellum with white vellum 
back. Each copy enclosed in a box. Price $5.00. 
Edition-de-luxe, consisting of 250 first impressions, each copy numbered and signed by Mr. Gibson, together with artist’s 
proof. Price $10.00. 
CYRANO DE BERGERAC. THE ADVENTURE OF THE 


LADY URSULA. 

By ANTHONY HOPE. One of the most delightful bits of 
work Mr. Hope has done since the *‘ Dolly Dialogues.”’ 
Beautifully printed with six exquisite illustrations, done 
in photogravure, of Mr. Sothern and Miss Harned in the 
principal scenes of the play. Size 6xg inches; decorated 
cover. Price $1.50. 


By EDMOND ROSTAND. The _ authorized edition. 
Translated from the French, under M. Rostand’s per- 
sonalsupervision. More than 75,coocopies of the book 
have already been sold in France. 294 pp., with 








frontispiece portrait of M. Coquelin as ‘‘ Cyrano.” 


Linen cloth cover. Price $1.00, 


Any of these books will be sent to any address, carriage paid, by the publisher, on receipt of published price. 


A New Fall Catalogue, with full-page illustrations by GIBSON : NICHOLSON : ABBEY : KEMBLE : Mailed free on Apptication. 


mH. RUSSELL : 3 WEST 29TH St: NEW YORK 
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IMPORTANT BOOKS PUBLISHED BY LAMSON, WOLFFE & COMPANY. 
| THE SANTIAGO CAMPAIGN. A CIRCLE IN THE SAND. 
By Major-GENERAL JOSEPH WHEFLER. By KATE JORDAN. $1.25. 
This book consists of about 380 pp., with photogravure frontispiece of 
General Wheeler, and with seven maps showing the position of the United CARTAGENA, OR THE LOST BRIGADE; 
| States and the Spanish forces on different days preceding the surrender of | A Story of Colonial Heroism in the British War with | 
| Santiago. Bound i in blue cloth, - - - - $3.00 Spain, 1740-1742. 
scinises ici i . =e By CHARLEs W. HALL. $1.50. 
| THE LAND OF CONTRASTS: An historical romance, dealing with the fortunes and bitter failure of 
A Briton’s View of His American Kin. | the less well-known English Armada, sent in 1741 under Admiral Lord 
By James FULLARTON MUIRHEAD. $1.50. | Edward Vernon, to reduce Cartagena, the citadel of Spanish power in 
‘* We do not see ourselves in these pages as others see us, but rather America, and, as it was fondly hoped, other cities in Cuba and ¢ elsewhere. 
as we see ourselves by a chance glimpse in a mirror which presents an ———— | 
aspect of familiar strangene ss "— /he Boston Transcript. THE GRAY HOUSE OF THE QUARRIES. 
A New Nove. By MAry HarriotT Norris. 
CYRANO DE BERGERAC. With a frontispiece etching by Edmund H. Garrett, - - $1.50 | 





From the French of EDMOND ROSTAND. eo : 2 ‘ 

e ripe J : | The peculiar genre for which, in a literary sense. all must acknowl- 
HowarD THAYER KincGspury’s English version, accepted and played by | edge obligation to the author of a new type, is the Dutch-American 
RICHARD MANSFIELD. Cloth, $1.00. Paper, 50 cents. | species. The churchgoings, the courtings, the pleasures and sorrows of a 





Mr. Kingsbury’s translation has preserved much of the original flavor, | Primitive people, their lives and deaths, weddings, suicides, births, and | 
burials, are Rembrandt and Rubens pictures on a fresh canvas. "The 


and also proved itself in many passages a work of poetic talent on its own | 
pl Ligh: yi 8 P : . ~ | 4 Boston Transcript. 
account. The style is Elizabethan blank verse, faithfully adhered to = 





throughout the piece, except where it is pleasantly varied by Gascon bits | VE LYTTLE SALEM MAIDE: 
| = —_—____— 7 a4 A Story of Witchcraft. 
A SISTER TO EVANGELINE: | By PAULINE BRADFORD MACKIE. 


| | Author of ‘Mademoiselle de Berny: a S f Valley Forge.” 
Bein : uthor o ademoiselle de Berny: a Story o alley Forge. 
| g the Story of Yvonne de Lamourie, and how she | Illustrated with four full-page photogravures from drawings by E. W. D. | 


went into exile with the villagers of Grand Pre. eatin: : 7 ; y ; ; : $1.50 | 
| 


A NEw Novet. By Cuartes G. D. ‘RTS 
nw Mover. By Cuantas G. D. Rosmars. 91.90. 2 a ‘‘Nothing could be more artistically conceived than this charming | 


; a little tale, and ‘ye lyttle maide,’ with her abundant faults, which included | 
PHILIP; the Story of a Boy Violinist. a weakness for the ‘ follies and vanities o’ youth,’ and a very brisk tongue, 
By T. W. O. $1.25. 


is a figure one will not wish to forget.” —Chicago "Evening Post. 
ORDER FROM YOUR BOOKSELLER, NEWSDEALER, OR DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHERS. 


Beacon St., BOSTON LONDON. 196 Fi Fifth 4 Ave , NEW YORK. 
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-.THE MACMILLAN COMPANY’S 


New Ixttustratep Books. 


THE STORY OF ROME, 


“A Picturesque, absorbing study.” 
—PROVIDENCE TELEGRAM. 


“It isno mere guide book to the sights and scenes of the 
Eternal City. though it contains all the best features of a guide 
book. Nor is it a mere chronicle of events, though admirable 
It adds to these features a brilliant con- 
svectus of social and official life under the dual rule of King and 


also in this respect. 


Pope.”"—New York Herald. 


JAPAN. 


By Mrs. Hue Fraser, Author of * Palladia,” etc. 
Medium 8vo. Beautifully Illustrated. $6.00. 


As the wife of the British Minister to Japan, the author 
had exceptional opportunities to observe the people and 
their customs, and had access to sources of information 
whieh she has been enabled to use in a striking way. 
Much has been written of Japan from the point of view 
of the traveler. the artist, etc., but nothing better on its 
social life exists. 


THE PHILIPPINE ISLANDS AND THEIR PEOPLE. 


A RECORD OF PERSONAL OBSERVATION AND EXPERIENCE, WITH A GENERAL ACCOUNT OF THE ARCHIPELAGO, AND A SUMMARY 
OF IMPORTANT FACTS IN ITS HISTORY. 


By Dean C. Worcester, University of Michigan. 


The author and his companion, Dr. F. 8. Bourns, now on the commander’s staff at Manila, havetwice visited the 
Philippines. and have traveled more widely there than any other English-speaking men, even on the wildest islands. 


** It comes from a trained observer who speaks not for himself alone.”’— The Independent. 


THE GREAT SALT LAKE 
TRAIL. 


By Col Heyry Inman and Hon. Wiiiiam F. Copy— 
(Buffalo Bill). With full page photogravures by F. Cot- 
BURN CLARKE, besides other drawings in the text. 


Cloth, Med. Svyo, $38.50. 


TOM BENTON’S LUCK. 


By Hersert ELitiott HamBLEN, Author of ‘*On Many 
Seas” With Illustrations by I. W. TaBEr. 
i2mo. (loth. $1.50. 

Adventures, both on land and sea, where Mr. Hamblen 
is especiallv skillful in his descriptions. It isa boy's book, 
written as a boy lixes a book—without sacrificing the 
tory to the manner of its telling. 


by F. Marion CRAWFORD. 








By the Author.of “SARACINESCA,” “CORLEONE,” etc. 


AVE ROMA IMMORTALIS, -sewssmmec 


STUDIES FROM THE CHRONICLES OF ROME. 


—Turpunz, Chicago. 


By F. MARION CRAWFORD. 


Cloth, Crown 8vo $6.00 net. 


Illustrated with twenty-eight full-page photogravures, 
a map, and nearly one hundred drawings in the text. 


‘A book which no one who loves the Eternal City can afford 
to leave unread. . . ‘the book is invaluable, an addition to 
the literature of Rome which will not only rejoice the hearts of 
travelers seeking a guide, but zive instruction and delight to 
those whose fate it is never to se the Eternal City except from 
a great distance.”—New York Tribune. 


HOME LIFE IN COLONIAL DAYS. 


WRITTEN BY ALICE Morse EARLE. ILLUSTRATED BY PHOTOGRAPHS, GATHERED BY THE AUTHOR, OP 
Rea Tones, WoRKs AND HAPPENINGS OF OLDEN TIMES. 


Cloth, Crown 8vo, $2.50. 


It is a charming gift book, profusely illustrated from interesting photographs, many of them taken purposely for it. 


Every descendant from colonial families will welcome and enjoy it. while all women as home-makers will be 
charmed by it. It appeals specially to those in the West who look back to the East as the home of tneir fathers. 


THE CHOIR INVISIBLE. 


NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION, ' 
By James LANE ALLEN, author of ‘**A Kentucky Car- 


dinal,”’ ete 
Cloth, (rown 8vo0. $2.50. 


** One reads the story for the story’s sake, and then re- 
reads the book out of pure delight in its beauty. The 
story is American to the very cvore”—HaMILTuN W. 
Masie in “he Uutlook. 


PHILADELPHIA: THE PLACE AND ITS PEOPLE. 


By Aenes Repptier, Author of “ Essays in Miniature,” ‘*‘ Points of View,” etc. Full-page photographic reproductions 
and drawings, specially prepared by E. C. Peixotto. A companion volume to ** New Orleans’ by Grace Kine. 
Cloth, Crown 8vo, $2.40. 


** Full of touches of humor and philosophy such as . . . have gained her a brilliant name."'—Evening Telegraph. 


Cloth, 8vo, $4.00 





Books FOR Boys AND GIRLS. 


FOUR-FOOTED AMERICANS AND THEIR KIN. 


By Manet Oscoop Wricut, Author of ‘*Tommy-Anne,” “ Birdcraft ” etc. Edited by Frank M. CHapman. 
Profusely illustrated by ErNEsT SETON THoMPsoN. A companion volume to “Citizen Bird.” 
12mo. Cloth. $1.50 net. 

In this beautifully illustrated volume Mrs. Wright discourses familiarly upon the mammals of Nerth America. Her 
aim is apparently twofold : first, to interest boys and girls in the study of animal life; second, to explain the principes 
and methods of scientific classitication. ‘l'o secure these ends, she adopts a method of her own. She writes » dramatic 
story of the winter's entertainment of a family of boys and girls at a camp in the country.—New York Home Journul 





THE RANCHE ON THE OXHIDE, 


BOYS’ AND GIRLS’ LIFE ON THE FRONTIER. 


By Henry Inman, late Captain-United States Army, Brevet Lieut.-Colonel, Author of ‘“*The Old Santa Fé Trail,” etc. 
With six full-page Illustrations. 12mo. Cloth. $1.60. 


‘ There is a very exciting episode of the carrying off by Indians of a young woman, and of her escape. The average 
Indian story makes little use of the true type of plainswoman., physically strong, mentally alert, self-reliant, and experi- 


enced in the life by which she is surrounded.”— The Inter- Ocean, Chicago, 





HEROES OF CHIVALRY. 


By A. J. Cuurcn, Author of “The Story of the Iliad,” 
“ Stories from Greek Comedy.” “Stories from 
English History.” etc.. ete. 

Cloth. I2mo. JUST READY $1.75. 
A charming collection of stories which cannct but in- 
Poy noble ideals; they are drawn trom the sources of 
the legends of Arthur and of less familiar heroes. 


StTorIES FROM AMERICAN History. 


Cloth Extra, Crown 8vo. Price $1.50 each. 


“ Full of startling adventures, almost superhuman endurance, dash and daring enough to satisfy and fascinate the most exacting."’—The Times, 


TALES OF THE ENCHANTED ISLES 
OF THE ATLANTIC, 


By Taomas WENTWORTH Hiaarnson. Illustrated by 
ALBERT HERTER. 


YANKEE SHIPS AND YANKEE 
SAILORS. 


Tales of 1812. By James Barnes Illustrated by 
R. F. Zoepaum and C, T. CHAPMAN. 


DE SOTO AND HIS MEN IN THE 
LAND OF FLORIDA. 


By Grace Kine, Author of ** New Orleans.” Illustrated by 
GEORGE GIBBs. 


BUCCANEERS AND PIRATES OF 
OUR COASTS. 


By Frank R. StockTon. Illustrated by G. VaRIan 
and B. W. CuLInEDINsT. 





THE STORY OF OLD FORT 
LOUDON. 


A Tale of the Cherokees and the Pioneers of Tennessee. 
1760. By CuarLes EoBErt CRADDOCK. 
Illustrated by E. C, Peixorro 


SOUTHERN SOLDIER STORIES. 


By Geornce Cary Ea~veston. 
Illustrated by R. F. Zocnaum. 


“ The tales are of the kind that appeal to love of adventure and battle, to patriotism and pride of country. Th» deeds done re parts of the nation’s record ; it should inspire her 


young sons 'o reaa them.” — Detroit Free Press. 





SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CHRISTMAS CATALOGUE, MAILED WITHOUT CHARGE, ON KEQUEST, 


7 vie Ld ath 


OMPANY, Publishers 


New York. 
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BOOKS = 


Cannon and Camera. 

Sea and Land Battles of the Spanish- 
American War in Cuba, Camp Life 
and Return of the Soldiers. De- 
scribed and illustrated by J. C. 
Hemment, War Artist at the Front. 
With over one hundred full page 
pictures taken by the author, and 
an index. Large 12mo. Cloth, $2. 


Recollections of the Civil War. 


By Cuarues A. Dana. With por- 
trait. Large 12mo. Cloth, gilt top, 
uncut, $2.00. 


Uncle Remus; His Songs and His 
Sayings. , 
By JozL CHANDLER Harris. With 
One Hundred and Twelve Iilustra- 
tions by A. B. Frost. Library Edi- 
tion, 12mo. Cloth, $200. Edition 
de luxe, printed on handmade 
paper, with wide margins, uncut, 
specially bound in white vellum 
and gold. Limited to 250 copies, 
each copy signed by the author. 
Price, $10.00 net. 


EDITION IN COLORS. 
Bird-Life. 


A Guide to the Study of our Common 
Birds. By Frank M. CHapMan, 
Assistant Curator of Mammalogy 
and Ornithology, American Mu- 
seum of Natural History; Author 
of * ‘ Handbook of Birds of Eastern 
North America.” Illustrated by 
Ernest Seton Thompson. With 75 
full-page Colored Plates. 8vo. 
Cloth, $5.00. 


ul for 
re acriplionsa of these und other important books, 





a cpy, free, of the Illustrated Holiday Number of Appletons’ 


Latitude 19°. 

A Romance of the West Indies in the 
Year of our Lord 1820. 
faithful account and true, of the 
painful adventures of the Skipper, 
the Bo’s’n, the Smith, the Mate, 
and Cynthia. By Mrs. SonvyLEr 
CROWNINSHIELD. Illustrated. 
12mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

The Phantom Army. 

By Max PemsBerton. Uniform edi- 
tion. Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, 
$1.50. 

David Harum, 

A Story of American Life. 
waRD Noysgs WEsToorr. 
Cloth, $1.50. 

A Herald of the West. 


An American Story of 1811-1815. 
By J. A. ALTSHELER, author of 
“A Soldier of Manhattan” and 
‘The Sun of Saratoga.” 12mo. 
Cloth, $1.50. 

Her [emory. 

By Maarten Maartens, author of 
**God’s_ Fool,” ‘*The Greater 
Glory.” ‘‘ Joost Avelingh,” ete. 
Uniform edition. With Photogra- 
vure Portrait. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50. 
The House of Hidden Treasure, 

A Novel. By MaxwE.u Gray, au- 
thor of .**The Silence of Dean 
Maitland,” etc. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

Evelyn Innes. 


AStory. By Grorce Moore, author 
f ‘‘ Esther Waters,” etc. 12mo, 
Cloth, $1.50. 


By Eb- 
12mo. 


Monthly Bulletin, with 


These books are for sale by all bovksellers, or they will be sent by mail on receipt of price, by the publishers. 


D. APPLETON & CO., 72 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


ALL SEASONS J. B. Lippincott Co.’s 


Being a | 





Holiday Publications. 


THE TRUE BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. 
By Sydney George Fisher. 





With numerous illustrations, portraits, and facsimiles. Crown 8vyo; 


Cloth, $2.00. Uniform with The True George Washington. 
MYTHS AND LEGENDS BEYOND OUR BORDERS, 
By Charles M. Skinner. 


Four photogravure illustrations. 12mo. Cloth, gilt top, $1.50; half calf 
or half morocco, $3.00. Uniform with Myths and Legends of Our Own Land. 


DO-NOTHING DAYS LIBRARY. 
By Charles M. Skinner. 


Do-Nothing Days. With Feet to the Earth. 


Illustrated by photogravures. Two volumes in box. 12mo. Cloth, 
gilt top, deckle edges, $3.00; half calf, $6.00. Adso sold separately. 


BREWER’S READER’S | CHARLES LAMB AND 
HANDBOOK. THE LLOYDS. 


Fourth Edition. Newly discovered letters. With 
revised, and enlarged. | portraits. I2mo. Cloth, gilt top, 
Half morocco, $3.50. | deckle edges, $2.00. 

LITERARY HAUNTS AND HOMES OF 
AMERICAN AUTHORS. 
By Theodore F. Wolfe, M.D., Ph.D. 


Illustrated with four photogravures. 12mo. Buckram, $1.25; half calf or 
half morocco, $3.00. Uniform with Literary Shrines and A Literary Pilgrimage. 


Entirely reset, 
Crown &vo. 


Upon receipt cf a post-card mentioning this Magazine, we wili take pleasure in 
forwarding our new X-mas Catalogue. 


For sale by all Booksellers, or by the Publishers. 


J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY, Publishers, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 





FRED’K ALFRED, General Manager 





* fle 


Printers and : 


Manufacturing 
Stationers: : : 





88 & 90 GOLD STREET, NEW YORK 


“Life,” “Life’s Comedy,” and “Life’s Picture Gallery,” 
Printed by the J. W. Pratt Co. 

















HOLIDAY BOOKS.... 


The Fair God 


A Tale of the Conquest of Mexico. By 
Lew WAL.AcE, author of * Ben-Hur,” 
ete. Holiday Edition. Superbly illus 
trated with 40 tull-page Photogravures, 











The Battle of the Strong. 


By GiLp7RT PaRKER. Twentieth Thou 


sand. 12mo, $1.50. 


76 Headpieces. 76rubricated Initials, and 
Tailpieces, by Exic Pare. 2vols.,crown 
8vo, $7.00 


The House of the Seven Gables. 


a NaTHAN'EL HawrTHorne. Holiday 

dition. With 20 full-page Photograv- 
an and many — aud Initials. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, $5.00 


A Child’s History of England. 
By Cuaries Dickens. Holiday Edition, 
Witb 48 full-page Engravingx. Crown 
8vo, handsomely bound, $2.50. 


Sold by all Booksellers. 


HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO., BOSTON, 


Prisoners of Hope. 


By Mary Jounston. With Frontispiece 
Illustration. Fourth Impression, Crown 
8vo, $1.50. 


Caleb West, Master Diver. 
Illustrated. 
‘ 


By F. Hopkinson Samira. 
2mo, $1.50. 
Penelope’s Progress. 


By Kare Dovetas Wicern. In unique 
Svottish Linaing. 16mo, $1.25. 


Sent, postpaid, by 
11 East 17th Street, New York. 








¥, DOZ. GOOD NOVELS 


SECOND THOUGHTS. 


JOHN SPLENDID. 
By Nei. Munro, - 


THE UNCALLED. 


$1.50 


By Paut LAURENCE DUNBAR, 1.25 
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
By JANE BAREow, . 1.25 


AT ALL BOOK STORES. 


DODD, MEAD & CO., Publishers, N. Y. 


By JEROME K. JeromE, - $1.25 
SCRIBES AND PHARISEES. 

By Wm. LE QuEUX, - - 1.25 
THE GRENADIER. 2 

By JAmeEs E. FARMER, - 1.25 
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The Foening Post 


richly deserves its reputation of being America’s 
most representative high-class newspaper. Besides 
printing all the important news of the world, it 
has special and exclusive features that commend 
it to the most intelligent readers. 

It is recognized the world over as an authority 
on matters of finance, and its reports of European 
and American markets for stocks, money, produce, 
and other commodities are thorough to a degree 
not approached by any other American newspaper. 

Its editorial utterances are fearless, aggressive, 
and wield a powerful influence on behalf of the 
best interests of the country. 

The high moral character of THE EVENING 
POST makes it a welcome visitor in the homes of 
the best people. 

Sent by mail to any address in the United 
States (outside of New York City) for 75c. a 
month. For sale at all the principal news-stands 
at 3c. per copy. 


The Zoening Post. 


Broadway and Fulton Street, New York. 

















PREEMPTED.—By Watrer Suiriaw. 


FROM A COPLEY PRINT. 
Copyright 1898 by Curtis 4 Cameron. 


THE 


COPLEY 
PRINTS. 


Highest quality Art repro- 
ductions. Of permanent 
value; not worthless litho- 
graphs or cheap  photo- 
graphs. The most distin- 
guished artists—among 
them La Farge, Vedder, 
St.Gaudens, Abbey—choose 
these prints for reproduc- 
tions of their own works. 
Sold at art stores every- 
where. On buying, be sure 
they are genuine Copley 
Prints that are shown you. 
The genuine published only 
by Curtis & Cameron, Boston. 
Also by mail. Price, 50 cents 
to $10.00. New catalogue, 
dainty, very fully illustrated, 
sent upon receipt of 10 cents 
in stamps by the publishers. 


CURTIS 
& 
CAMERON 


PUBLISHERS, 


30 Pierce Building, 
Boston, Mass. 














The Standard of 





Excellence # 








means a great deal, but it expresses 
exactly the position of the 


x & Whiting’s 





Papers 





in the Stationery World. They are 
the best, and they are the standard 
of polite society. Every dealer 
throughout the world can _ supply 


Whiting’s Standard 





| 





Papers. 





Pure fibre and delicate finish makes 
the “ Whiting” the strongest as well 
as the daintiest papers for corre- 
spondence. They should be at all 


dealers, Insist on having “Whiting’s.” 


148 to 152 Duane Street, New York 


WHITING PAPER COMPANY 


| 
} 
| 
HOLYOKE NORTH WILBRAHAM vt CHICAGO »% PHILADELPHIA 
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liberated a'l. 

It keeps pace with 
the flying thought. 
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and hand to do 
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Slaves of the Pen. 


More Work and Better Work than ever before. 


THE NEW MODELS EMBODY TWENTY-FIVE 
YEARS OF EXPERIENCE. 


Wyckoff, Seamans & Benedict, 327 Broadway, N.Y. 
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BISMARCK’S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 


Bismarck, the Man and the Statesman: Being the Reflections and Reminiscences of Orro 
Prince von Bismarck, Written and Dictated by Himself after his Retirement from Office. 
Yranslated from the German under the supervision of A. W. Butriter, late Fellow of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. About 750 pages. ‘I'wo Volumes. 8vo, Cloth, $7.50. 


THROUGH ASIA. By Sven HEpInN. With Two Maps and Two Plates Printed in Colors, 
and about 280 Illustrations by the Author and from Photographs, Abeut 1300 pages. Two 
Volumes. Large 8vo, Cloth, Urnamental, Uncut Edges and Gilt Tops, $10 00. 


IN THE FORBIDDEN LAND. An Account of a Journey into Tibet, Capture by the 
‘Libetan Lawas and Soldiers, Imprisonment, Torture. and Ultimate Release, brought about 
by Dr. Wilson and the Political Peshkar Karak sing-Pal. By A. HENRY SavaGe LaNnpor. 
With the Government Enquiry and Keport and other Official Documents, By J. Larkin, 
Esq., Deputed by the Government of India. With One Photogravure. Eight Colored 
Plates, Fifty Full-page and about One Hundred and Fifty Text [Illustrations and a Map 
from Surveys by the Author, 2voly. 8vo, Cloth, Uncut Edges and Gilt Tops, $9.00. 


A THOUSAND DAYS IN THE ARCTIC. By F.G. Jackson. 8vo, Copiously Illus- 
trated from Photugraphs. (In Press.) 

ROBERT BROWNING AND ELIZABETH BARRETT. Illustrated with Two 
Contemporary Portraits of the Writers, and ‘lwo Facsimile Letters. With a Prefatory 
Note by R. Barretr BrowninG, and Notes, by F.G. Kenyon, Explanatory of the Greek 
words. Two Vulumes. Crown 8vo, Uncut kdges and Gilt Tops, about 1200 pages. 


THE NEW BICGRAPHIGAL EDITION OF W. M. THACKERAY’S 
COMPLETE WORKS. Crown 8vo, Cloth, Uncut Edges and Gilt Tops, $1.75 per Vol. 


CHINA IN TRANSFORMATION. By Arcuimatp R. Corquuoun. With Frontis- 
piece, Maps, and Diagrams. 8vo, Cloth, $3.00. 

FARTHEST NORTH. Being the Record of a Voyage of Bxploration of the Ship Fram, 
1893-1-96, and of a Fifteen Months’ sleigh Journey by Dr. Nansen and Lieut. Johansen. By 
Dr Friptyor NANSEN. Withan Appendix bv Orro SveRpDRUP. Captain ‘of the Fram. Wit 
a Portrait, 16 Illustrations, and a Map. Yopular Edition, svo, Cloth, Ornamental, $3.00. 
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Labuntur Anni. 


OST man! Lost man! 
* People, have you met him? 
Idle fellow ; loath to delve, 
Indisposed to scheme. 
Liked too well to shirk his task 
When circumstances let him; 
Loved to sit about and loaf, 
And strum the strings and dream. 


What he dréamt of, Heaven knows! 
Love and faith and beauty— 

Towers that glittered in the sun— 
Vales of sheltered peace. 

Gone is he this twenty years; 
Baffling all pursuit, he 

Loiters—where? While fast on me 
The sober years increase, 


Lost man! Lost man! 

People, have you met him? 
Meditative seeming chap of— 

Maybe —twenty-three? 
Good riddance, very probably, 

And yet I can’t forget him. 
I wish I had him back to dream 

My Christmas dream for me. 

E. 8S. Martin. 


Hints for the Holidays. 


HRISTMAS has been defined by one 
who had more truth than poetry in 

his soul asa time when you spend a great 
deal of money that you can’t afford to lose, 
and get a great many things you would 
much rather be without, The main under- 
lying principle of present-giving consists 
in the selection of an article which, either 
for particular and personal reasons, is un- 
welcome to the recipient, or which, from 
the nature of the thing itself, must in- 
evitably be unwelcome to anybody, It re- 
quires some taste and judgment to reach 








the first standard of undesirability, but the 
second lies within the grasp of all. In the 
hurry and press of Christmas shopping, it 
is not always easy to remember our friend’s 
antipathies, and to choose a gift which will 
have the peculiar and delicate grace of per- 
sonal inappropriateness; a gift which an- 
other man or woman might desire and 
enjoy, and which we know this especial vic- 
tim would rather not possess. But one 
has only to enter any shop and buy at ran- 
dom, to secure a cadeau which all our 
acquaintances would be equally reluctant 
to own. 

A little counsel in this matter may assist 
thoughtless people to pass from the crude 
snatching of broadly undesirable articles 
to a more subtle refinement of 
choice. If, for instance, our friend 
be no reader, naturally we give her 
a book, and any book willdo. But 
if she does read, the problem re- 
quires some consideration. Per- 
haps she has expressed a liking for 
“The Seven Seas,” or Mr. Austin 
Dobson’s frivolous verse. **Sor- 
dello,” and ‘* Red Cotton Night-Cap 
Country,” would then suggest them- 
selves at once as proper books to 


buy. If “Rupert of Hentzau” be her de- 
light, we might choose between “ The Law 
of Psychie Phenomena” and a “ Handbook 
of Primitive Religions.” Saould she, on 
the other hand, worship esoterically at the 
Shrine of Mr. George Meredith or Mr. Wal- 
ter Pater, we had better select Mr. Hall 
Caine’s “ Christian” or Madame Corelli’s 
“Sorrows of Satan.” A missionary’s wife 
can have any one of Mr. Richard Le Galli- 
enne’s edifying outpourings; and a college 
graduate, Mrs. Burton Harrison’s coneep- 
tion of “The Well Bred Girlin Society.” In 
all these cases, prudence will dictate that the 
names of the donor and the recipient, with 
the date and some sentiment appropriate 
to the season, be written largely over the 
title page. This will avert all possibility 
of exchanging the volume for another, or 
passing it on to a second sufferer next 
year. People should be careful not to 
scrawl these affectionate inscriptions on 
one of the blank sheets, which may at a 
pinch be cut out, but on the title page itself, 
which no one will audaciously remove. 

Passing from books to more varied 
Christmas offerings, the best general rule 
is to combine bulk with inutility. It is 
often possible to secure objects of domestic 
manufacture, by no means beautiful in 
themselves, and whose destined employ- 
ment must forever remain an impenetrable 
mystery. 

These things are commonly constructed 
of cardboard, covered with silk or em- 
broidered linen, and lavishly decorated 
with ribbons. They give our friends the 
pleasure of unlimited speculation, which, 
as George Eliot properly remarks, “ active 
minds notoriously prefer to ready-made 
knowledge.” Next to them may be ranked 
articles inherently unfitted for their pur- 
pose, as embroidered frames which cannot 
accommodate pictures, dainty shoe-bags 
too small to hold shoes, and clocks with 
such beautiful wreaths of flowers painted 
on their faces that it is all but impossible 
to tellthe time. Girls who are clever with 
their fingers may learn from the columns 
of the Ladies’ Home Journal, and kindred 
publications, how to make hundreds of in- 
expensive Christmas gifts which no living 
man or woman can see without a sigh. 
Agnes Repplier. 
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UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 


A BACHELOR’S CITRISTMAS DREAM. 























A PLEASANT ENGLISH CUSTOM, WITH HISTORICAL PRECEDENTS. 
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OOD is a good thing in its way ; and 
even drink, though it is such a 
vulnerable indulgence, is still tolerated 
on occasion by reputable persons, but 
for the readers of Lire, who are not as 
a rule at loss for the means of nourish- 
ment, the main thing, after all, is appetite. 
To have appetite and no victuals is a 
sad plight, but it is easier dealt with, 
especially at Christmas time, than the 
fix of persons who have victuals galore 
and no appetite. Lire wishes for all its 
friends that keen and joyous apprecia- 
tion of their Christmas food which 
comes from a sound physical condition; 
from stomachs replenished at proper in- 
tervals but not crowded ; from livers 
whose efficiency is maintained by due 
moderation and proper exercise. May 
their Christmas dinners blend cheerfully 
with their systems, and give them pleas- 
ant sentiments and peace of mind! The 
cares of life and its worries, all qualms 
of conscience, all misgivings, fears, re- 
grets and remorses—let us drive them 
all away from the Christmas board, and 
take our dinners, from oysters to plum 
pudding, with timely obliviousness to 
everything but the lawful satisfactions of 
the hour. 
More than that, Lire wishes its friends 
a good appetite for life, and the fullest 
enjoyments of all there is init. That is 
a serious and comprehensive wish. As 
we don’t get an appetite for dinner by 
sitting still and taking stimulant or 
nourishment between meals, so we don’t 
get an appetite for life by dodging its 


In the Basement. 
ITTLE WILLIE: I wish 
we lived on the top floor. 
MotTueER: Why do you wish 
that? 
‘I’m afraid Santa Claus will 
give away 4ll the best presents 
before he gets down to us.” 


WOE Wyss — a 


The Christmas Appetite. 


reasonable responsibilities and trying to 
subsist on pleasures alone. We must do 
our share of serious work if we expect 
to have our share of fun. We must play 
our share of golf, pay a fair proportion 
of our bills, marry betimes if possible, 
raise and educate our just proportion 
of posterity, do our share of govern- 
ing, administer our surplus income so 
that it may do the most possible good, 
or, if we have no surplus, distribute 
our deficit so that it may cause the 
least possible inconvenience to our 
fellows. 

Oh, brethren and fellow sinners, let us 
all give up trying to shirk! There is 
no such thing as success in shirking. 
Existence is inexorable. If you don’t go 
through the motions of it of your own 
volition, the earth gets hot beneath your 
feet, and either withers you or makes you 
dance to keep from broiling. Come on, 
brethren! Wrestle with life. and squeeze 
its substance out of it! Take the bull 
by the teeth, or the tail, or any sure 
handle, and swing him. Don’t liedown 
and let him trample on you. It is of no 
vital consequence what you start to work 
at if only you work it out. It is of the 
greatest consequence that you strive 
honestly at something. What you have 
done, that you are. What you will be, 
depends on what you do next. What 
you learn, you will learn by striving, for 
there is no other way. 

Good appetite to you, brethren! and 
good dinners, and good and remunera- 


tive lives! E. 8. Martin. 


Disappointed. 
8 heeincay BOB: I suppose you got 
lots of nice Christmas presents? 
Littte Jimmy: Naw, I didn’t get 
nuthin’ but a lot of useful things 


EVER look a gift automobile in 
the motor. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE, 
“*“ AUNTIE, DEAR, MAY I BORROW ONE OF YOUR STOCKINGS?”’ 


The Latest News About 


Santa Claus. 
I CLAMBERED up through the sooty flue of the 
chimney, and knocked at the door of Santa 
Claus’s house. A little woman with a kindly face, 
but with red eyelids, as though she had been 
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“I don’t know, sir,” sobbed the little woman; “ but I do 
know that hé hasn't been about here since last May.” 

“But his business? The boys and the children—” 

“He gave that up, sir—that is, he’s sold out.” 

“Sold out?” I echoed, aghast. ‘Santa Claus sold out? To 

whom, pray?” 
“Some syndicate, I believe, sir; a Trust with a very long 
name, which I don’t quite remember, though 1 
think it was something like the Standard Yule 
Company. They paid him hundsomely for it, 
and I know he was glad to sell out, because 
children ain’t like they used to be, and he 
couldn’t stand the expense of giving them dia- 
monds, and palaces, and railways. It used to 
be an easy business to handle when Mr. Claus 
could sit down and make a lot of cheap dolls, 
and please the little girls with things like that; 
but when it came to building railroads to satisfy 
’em, and searching the world for diamonds, and 
keeping a Shetland pony stock farm to furnish 
them with live horses instead of the little woolly 
ones they used to like, he found the work too 
hard and expensive.” , 

‘But still,” I persisted, ‘I don’t see howa 
syndicate which goes into business only for 
profit could make anything out of an investment 
of this kind.” 

“That’s what I said to Mr. Claus when he told 
me about it, sir,’ observed Mrs. Claus; “ but he 
explained it. It was worth all the money the 
= syndicate could raise to buy the good-will of my 
husband’s business. He says to me, says he, 
‘My dear, these Trusts have got money to burn 
and no good-will from anybody, while I’ve got 
good-will to burn and an ingrowing income.’ ” 
weeping, opened the door and inquired as to my “Ah!” I said, “I see. There is, after all, a 
business. good deal in that; but I must say 1 should think 

‘‘T wish to see Santa Claus,” I said. he’d be miserable without anything to do.” 

“Well,” she answered, with a sigh, “I wouldn’t “ Oh, as for that,” said she, “ he’s got plenty to 
mind seeing him myself. I am Mrs. Claus, sir, do, and I guess he’s happy. He’s taken up golf; 
and I haven’t laid eyes on him in six months.” that’s why he isn’t home any more.” 

“What!” I cried. ‘“ He surely is not lost?” “And you?” I said, looking at her sadly. 
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‘* SECOND COUSIN ONCE REMOVED.” 






























































Annie (to brother): '™ A GOIN’ TO JOLLY DE OLE BLOKE ABOUT DE FAMILY’S STARVIN’, AN’ HOW DO YOU EXPECT ME TO GIT HIM TO BERLIEVB 
ME IF YOU STAY ROUN’ HERE WID DOSE LEGS AN’ DAT FAT FACE 0’ YOURN? 
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CHRISTMAS AT THE NORTH POLE, 
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Father Seal: wk MUST HURRY, MY DEARS; IT WILL BE MORNING IN THREE MONTHS. 


“I'm a widder, like all the other women whose husbands do that,” 
she said, with deep emotion. 

I fled from the house, bursting with sympathy for the poor little 
woman, and scurried down the sooty flue again to my library. It 
Was a sad blow to me, and I haven’t a doubt that it will prove to be 
so to countless little people all over the world; but, after all, if the 
Standard Yule Company will sell a small portion of the good-will it 
has acquired to some of its brother Trusts, some people may be 
made better and happier for it. 

I don’t know of any individual or institution in the universe that 
stands more in need of a little good-will] than the average syndicate, 
and certainly Santa Claus parted with enough to redeem them all 
and to spare. 

Furthermore, I’d like to take a fall out of the old gentleman at 
golf some day. I have an impression I can give a man of his build 
and age a half-stroke a hole, with some prospect of coming out ahead. 

Carlyle Smith. 





H, light the merry Yule log, 
And hail its cheery blaze! 
? Tis just as bright and jolly 
As in the olden days, 
Although ’tis made of iron, 
And lots of gas will eat 
At a dollar-and-a-quarter 
Per every thousand feet. 
Paul West. 














‘ire 
OUR JAMES. 


By RospertT ALston STEVENSON. 


455 


(This Story won the First Prize in Lirn’s Short Story Competition.) 


NTIL I managed to 
persuade Kitty to 
investigate my so- 
cial plane, she had 
never displayed any 
interest in anything 
solvent that lived 
west of Third Ave- 
nue. When ‘she 
graduated from col- 
lege she went in for 
scientificslumming, 
and developed the- 
ories about the 
masses. Her resi- 
dence in one of the 
settlements on the 
east side resulted in 
a thesis on the 
‘*Social Value of 

Bathtubs in Tenements,” which they say 
is a valuable contribution to science, in 
that it proves conclusively that bathing 
facilities in tenements will not be effective 
until the masses are educated to the 
point where they will not welcome the 
tubs merely as convenient receptacles for 
coal, 

I haven’t read the thesis, but I went to 
see Kitty get her Ph.D. at the University. 
She was stunning in her mortar-board 
and black gown, but she has since told 
me that the gown she wore a few months 
later, when old Dr. Brown and I gave 
her a Mrs., was much more becoming. 
and worthy of preservation. 

After the wedding, Kitty gave up 
fourteen of her downtown socials and 
clubs. She devoted, however, a great 
deal of energy to my instruction regard- 
ing the practical benefits of applied 
Slumology, but my first real lesson— 
one in intelligent philanthropy—was 
given one afternoon in Sixth Avenue. 

I had given a nickel to one of my 
bachelor-day clients, an old blind man 
with blue spectacles and a trayful of 
pencils, on which rested a placard ad- 
verlising the awful results to the bearer 
of a too close intimacy with dynamite. 

‘* Don’t you know better than to give 
money to beggars?” sighed Kitty, with a 
pained expression. 

“Why not?” Tasked. ‘‘ That old boy 
isn’t a beggar. He’s blind. He’s trying 


to make an honest living. I didn’t take 
the pencils; they’re always crumbly,-but 
that makes no difference. He’s one of 
your deserving poor.” 

‘‘Deserving fiddlesticks!” lectured 
Kitty. ‘‘That man has two good eyes 
and a bank account. I believe he owns 
a flat in Harlem besides. We investi- 
gated him when I was in the settlement, 
He used to follow a woolly dog on lower 





yearly to the society that makes a busi- 
ness of running down men who make a 
profession of avoiding work. I have 
since learned to be very suspicious of 
appealing hard luck. I avoid the totally 
blind, and men with shoestrings and no 
extremities worth mentioning. 

At dinner one evening Kitty an- 
nounced that she had found a deserving 
tramp. 


‘* Kitty had found the tramp at the area-gate.” 


Broadway, but it didn't pay after we 
notified the police. Then the old rascal 
took out a license to sell lead pencils, and 
came uptown with civilization and 
stupids like yourself, who don’t know 
the deserving poor when you see them. 
It’s too bad they didn’t have chairs in 
Sociology when you went to college.” 
Of course I felt like a fool, and ac- 
cepted Kitty’s advice to contribute 


‘* Where is he?” I asked. 

‘‘Down in the basement eating his 
supper,” she answered, with an I’m all- 
right inflection. ‘‘ He’s a jewel.” 

“You'd better tie a string to him and 
exhibit him at one of your parlor con- 
ferences,” I suggested. ‘‘ By the way, 
have you investigated bim?” I wanted 
to show Kitty that I had learned some- 
thing. 
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‘‘Not exactly,” she answered. ‘He 
says he has just arrived in town and he 
bas no references. But I applied the 
work test. Jane says he beats rugs 
better than an Irishwoman at a dollar 
and a half a day.” 

That morning, Kitty, on returning 
from one of her dabs at the east side, had 
found the tramp at the area-gate. He 
offered to work for his dinner. She 
thought the offer was merely a blind, 
and, after consultation with Jane, they 
set him to work on the area-way with a 
bucket of water and a broom, Jane’s ex- 
perience and Kitty's science suggesting 
the outside test. The work was well 
done. At dinner the man appeared 
genuinely hungry, and asked for work 
in the afternoon. Kitty set 
him to work on the rugs, and 
he raised such a dust in the 
back yard that she engaged 
him to return the 
next morning to try 
his hand on the car- 
pets. We were inthe 
midst of the spring 
upheaval. 

“That man will 
never come back.” I 
warned Kitty, after 
she finished her story. 
‘*He’s too good to 
be true.” 

‘Now, Tom, don’t 
bea goose. He works. 
Real tramps never do. 
Besides, he is awfully 
polite, and he uses 
good English. I be- 
lieve he is a superior 
sort of man in hard 
luck.” 

“An sight,’ I 
agreed, “ but think of 
what Sally Mason and the rest of your 
scientific slummers will say when they 
hear that you have believed an unin- 
vestigated tramp.” 

‘*No man I’ve believed in has ever 
deceived me ”—Kitty looked across at 
me with a smile—‘‘except one.” And 
then we talked about that for an hour 
and forgot the tramp. 

Kitty was right. The tramp returned 
the next morning, and I liked his looks. 
He seemed to understand what Kitty 
wanted him to do, and when I came up- 
town in the evening she reported that he 
had worked like a trooper all day. 


“Lire* 


That was the beginning of a period of 
domestic bliss. James proved himself so 
capable that Kitty engaged him in- 
definitely during house-cleaning, and 
later on permanently, as man-of-ail- 
work. He was dignified, respectful, 
atid thoroughly capable. He knew how 
everything ought to be done, and did so 
much that Kitty threatened to take to 
the slums again. She said housekeeping 
was no trick, with James in the base- 
ment to carry out her orders. I felt his 
presence in a variety of ways. My 
chafing-dish lost its indifferent gloomy 
appearance, and in less than a month 
the accumulations of years had been 
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“There was no fault to be found with James.” 
polished off my grandfather’s candle- 


sticks. There was no fault to be found 
with James. Even the Street Cleaning 
Department was satisfied with the way 
he sorted our house refuse. This was 
especially gratifying to Kitty, for our 
Irish cook and the Italian ash-man 
seldom agreed as to what constituted 
ashes or garbage. Once she was obliged 
to get an expert opinion from the Com- 
missioner regarding the disposal of 
seven dead mice we had caught in a 
trap. Jane insisted that they were not 
garbage, on the grounds that the regula- 
tions defined garbage as table scraps; 








the Italian said any fool could see that 
they were not ashes. A scene ensued, 
and when the matter was referred to 
Kitty the mice had been changing bar- 
rels several days. James wrapped 
doubtful articles in the paper bundle. 

We never questioned James about his 
antecedents or past history. Once Kitty 
ventured an inquiry, and he became so 
embarrassed and looked so sad that she 
changed the subject, thinking she had 
unwittingly called up some sad ex- 
perience in the past. 

Lack of personal information, how- 
ever, did not worry us. James was his 
own guarantee. 


II. 


NE morning, after he had 
been with us nearly a 
year, he went out to order 
some groceries and 
didn’t come back. At 
first we thought that 
some accident had 
detained him. A day 
or two passed beforeit 
occurred to me to call 
at the police station. 
Kitty had imagined 
James mangled be- 
neath cable cars; 
floating silently in the 
North River; falling 
dead, alone and with- 
out friends, in the 
street; and in several 
other equally gloomy 
situations. The Cap- 
tain could give me no 
information, and sug- 
gested a visit to the 
morgue. I objected, 
but Kitty insisted that 
it was my duty, so I tackled the 
creepiest job I have ever attempted. 
James wasn’t there. 

I was beginning to think that possibly 
James wasn’t sick or dead, and asked 
Kitty to count the silver. Nothing was 
missing; but I had the locks changed 
and burglar alarms put in downstairs. 
In about two weeks Kitty exhausted her 
imaginative powers on the accident 
theory, and tried murder and suicide for 
a day ortwo. Then the reaction set in. 
She surprised me one evening by saying: 

‘*Tom, I always did think James was 
a scamp. I never told you, but he 























acted very queerly at times.” 

‘* How do you make him out arascal?” I asked. 
‘‘He didn’t take anything, and I owe him a 
month’s wages. We got as much as we gave. 
He stood the work test.” 

‘* Bother the work test!” said Kitty, impatiently. 
‘I didn’t mean that. Perhaps we did get all we 
gave. But we trusted him, and he didn’t say— 
say good-by.” That was all Kitty had against 
James. 

‘*Here’s a dinner invitation from Sally Mason,” 
observed Kitty one morning at breakfast, several 
months after James had disappeared. ‘‘She says 
she has invited some very interesting people, most 
of them students of social problems.” 

I had had enough of social problems, and said so. 

‘*But, Tom,” she pleaded, ‘‘we ought to go. 
We haven’t been there for ages. Besides, we 
ought to be grateful to Sally. If she hadn’t asked 
me to that dinner when I met you—don’t you 
remember?” 

I remembered. and we went. 


ITI. 


E arrived just on the hour, and when we 

went down, Sally, between looks at the 

clock, told us that she was waiting for but one 
more guest. 

Kitty was in her element. I was doing my 
best to tell a girl, who had made a study of 
the slums of London, what Kitty had told me 
about the slums of New York, when the bell rang, 
and a moment later the portieres parted, and there, 
in evening dress, stood owr James / 

Completely flabbergasted, I looked to Kitty for 
help. 

I was too late. Sally was presenting our ~an- 
of-all-work to her guests, and before I could 
catch Kitty’s eye he was bowing to her. When my 
turn came I bowed stiffly, and expected James to 
show some signs of recognition. He remarked, 
without the slightest trace of embarrassment, that 
he was very glad to meet me, and began discuss- 
ing atmospheric conditions with Sally. I didn’t 
catch the name she gave, and I could have choked 
the man for his impudence, 

‘* Now,” chirped Sally, ‘‘ we'll go out. Doctor, 
will you give your arm to Mrs. Jackson?” 

Kitty looked a bit chilly, but she was equal to 
the occasion, and took the arm James offered with 
the quiet dignity that characterized him when he 
shoveled out our ashes. 

‘*Come, Tom,” said Sally, and in a dazed con- 
dition I went out to dinner, vaguely realizing 
that Kitty was preceding on the arm of our former 
hired man, and wondering how he had managed 
to work Jack Mason for a dinner. 

‘For heaven’s sake! who is that man with 


+*Laee 


457 





“Completely flabbergasted, I looked to Kitty for help.” 


Kitty?” I managed to whisper to 
Sally as we sat down. 

“Why, don’t you know him?” 
she explained. ‘‘ That’s Doctor J. 
Mortimer Stubbs. He’s awfully in- 
teresting. He has just completed 
a book called ‘Personal Investiga- 
tions in all Social Classes.’ He 
spent several years getting the 
material, and they say it’s one of 
the best things that has ever been 
done.” 

‘‘T think I have met him some- 
where,” I answered. The truth 
suddenly dawned on me. Kitty 
and I had been investigated accord- 
ing to the latest method. 

* * x * 

Kitty and Doctor J. Mortimer 
Stubbs sat at the other end of the 
table, too far away from me to 
hear their conversation. 


After a few chilly moments, I 
noticed that they brightened up 
and appeared very much interested 
in each other. After the ladies had 
gone I took the vacant chair be- 
side the Doctor, and, offering him 
a match, asked : 

“Stubbs, don’t you think you 
owe me an explanation? I don’t 
object to furnishing material for 
science, but what in the world did 
you find in my house?” 

‘“‘I do,” answered the Doctor, 
gracefully, ‘‘and an apolugy for 
leaving you so rudely. I have 
apologized to Mrs. Jackson. I 
assure you that I intended to call 
and explain myself. My applica- 


_tion for work at your home was 


accidental. I had lived with tramps, 
beggars, thieves, and all the other 
discontented classes, when it oc- 



















written I consider my best.” 
“Thank you,” I replied; ‘“‘ you found 
the right place. Iam contented.” 
‘*You have a very good reason to be,” 
said the Doctor, which showed that he 
was a man of correct observation. 


curred to me that it would be an original 
idea to make a study of the fairly con- 
tented man—the man who didn’t steal, 
beg, or want society done over. 
Fortunately, I obtained a position with 
you, and I may say the chapter there 





Eve on the Ark. 


HE Ark 

was drift- 

ing slowly 
before light 
southerly 
breezes, Al- 
though it was 
Christmas Eve, 
it was still 
raining with 
the steady 

: down-pour 
which had 
marked 
every day 
of the 
eruise of 
the famous 
yacht. For 
forty-eight 
hours Cap- 
tain Noah 
had been 
expecting 
to make Ararat, but there was evidently 
something wrong with his reckoning. On 
account of the rain he had not been able to 


Christmas 











get an observation for more than five 
weeks, 

Captain Noah and Mrs. Noah were sit- 
ting in the first cabin, which was not very 
brilliantly lighted. The Captain had for- 
gotten to include any kerosene in the 
ship’s stores, and the only luminant was a 
bit of lighted lamb’s wool floating in a dish 
filled with the oil from a whale which Noah 
had harpooned and tried out in the early 
days of the voyage. He had fed and 
bedded down the animals, and was poring 
over a back number of the “ National Al- 
manac,” which the rain had also poured 
over many times. Mrs. Noah was trying 
to patch up some rents in Noah’s mackin- 
tosh—a garment that he had bought at a 
department store, and which was never 
made to be worn out of doors in wet 
weather. Ham, Shem and Japhet had been 
carefully tucked up in their little berths 
and were dreaming of their pet goats, 
Sampson and Dewey, whom Noah had 
brought on board so that future volunteer 
regiments should be properly fitted out 
with mascots, 

“Noah, dear,” said Mrs. Noah, looking 
up from her work and pushing her glasses 














up on her forehead, “‘do you know what 
evening this is ?” 

“The 24th of December, Old Style,” 
promptly replied Noah, stealing a look at 
the front end of the ‘‘Almanac.” 

“Right the first time,” said Mrs. Noah. 
** But it is also Christmas Eve.” 

“I thought as much,” said the Captain. 
“That accounts for those darned infants of 
yours behaving themselves so well lately 
and calling me ‘Papa, dear,’ every two 
minutes. Well, what about it, anyway?” 

“You know, dear, that, on account of the 
insurance, you wouldn’t let us have any 
open fireplaces on board, so the poor 
children have had to hang their stockings 
up in front of the kitchen gas-stove. That’s 
bad enough, but we came away in such an 
awful hurry that I never thought about 
Christmas, and I haven’t got a single thing 
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of guinea-pigs.” 


Ham.” 


to put in the stockings. 
help me do something to remind them that 
to-morrow’s Christmas.” 

Noah’s eyes moistened. He remembered 


I want you to 


those Christmas mornings, some three 
hunured and fifty or four hundred years 
before, when he, too, was a little boy, and 
used to rush gleefully downstairs to see 
what Santa Claus had put in his stocking. 
* Well,” he said finally, ‘I don’t know what 
I can do; the little money I’ve got I want 
to save towards that vineyard and wine- 
cellar I’m going to start as soon as we get 
ashore. I don’t know as I'll ever be able 
to collect a cent of freight on this load of 
live stock.” . 

“Isn’t there something on the Ark we 
might give them?” asked Mrs, Noah. 

“ Well,” said Noah, “them guinea-pigs 
had another family last night; we might 


“Just the thing,” said Mrs. Noah. 
the white mice have increased ; we might give a pair of them to 
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put a pair of ’em in Japhet’s stocking. Japhet’s mighty fond 


* And you know how 


** But what about Shem?” asked the navigator. 
“You know how fond of music the little fellow is,” 
replied Mrs. Noah; ‘‘ we might give him a violin.” 


“A violin? Why, ma, you know the last 
musi¢e store went under three days before 
we came aboard.” 

“TI know that; but we’ve got wood 
enough, and we can get. hair from the 
horses’ tails for the bow.” © 

“ That’s all well enough as far as it goes, 
but what’s the good of a fiddle without 
strings?” 

** What a goose you are, Noah! That old 
tom-cat has got up on the roof every night 
since we left a good home to come here, 
and kept me awake with his yowling. Why 
not use him?” 

“That’s all right; but I can’t take any 
chances of being arrested when we get 
ashore for broaching the cargo. You know 
that’s a State’s prison offense.” 

“Just say he died a natural death.” 

“That would do with anything but a cat. 
No one ever knew a cat to die a natural 
death. We’ll have to give up the fiddle 
idea, ma.” 

But Mrs. Noah was a woman, and “sot” 
in her ways. Noah went on deck to 
have a look at the weather, and when 
he came back she was twisting violin 
strings with an air of quiet determina- 
tion which several centuries of mar- 
ried life had taught Noah to signify that it 
would not be wise for him to ask super- 
fluous questions. Therefore, he went down 
into the stables, plucked some nice, long 
horse-hairs, and set resolutely about his 
part of the task of constructing Shem’s 
Christmas present. 

The next morning there was joy on 
board the Ark, and even the poor animals, 
who had never been told that there was 
such a thing as a Humane Society, were 
glad that Christmas came but once a year. 
The boys marched all over the ship, Ham 
and Japhet teaching their new pets to do 
many clever and amusing tricks, and Shem 
playing “ A Life on the Ocean Wave ” on his 
beautiful fresh violin. 

It was a very merry Christmas, and even 
the cat was happy, as he had nine lives, and 
enjoyed the satisfaction which comes from 
doing a kind and unselfish act. 

When the Captain went ashore to report 
to the consignees, his invoice was complete. 
Therefore, after the manner of sailormen, 
he immediately proceeded to get into that 
frame of mind which has since become his- 
toric, and is recorded in Genesis ix. 21, in 
the following words: And he drank of the 
wine and was drunken. Metcalfe. 
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** Poole’s My Tailor.” 


Some thoughts suggested by a Tatlor’s Bill.—PAID. 
THE BILL. 
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Poote! You know! 


+ de **Poole’s my tailor.” 
Who makes the Prince of Wales’s things. 
He’s tailor (as his billheads show) 
To half the emperors and kings. 
An introduction is required 
At Poole’s, before they’ll take your trade. 
No common people are desired, 
However promptly bills are paid. 
Yet my bill shows, ’mong other things, 
*‘ Discount (for cash) fifteen per cent.” 
Oh! Can it be that, sometimes, kings 
Are—shall we call it “ negligent ”? 
Some several things about this bill 





Lead me to ponder and to muse; 
Such names—the Emperor of Brazil, 
“The Emperor of the French ”—they use. 
Though once those names great lustre shed, 
Deposed, deceased, forgot are they. 
And Poole, himself, I’m told is dead, 
But his name lives and holds its sway. 


And so I ask: “ What’s in a name?” 
The answer on this bill appears: 
If you would have undying fame, 
Wield, not the sceptre, but the shears, 
Some other things about this bill 
Lead me to wonder and to guess. 
What seek ye in your tailor? Skillj— 
But why indulge this foolishness? 
PooLeE 18s My TAILoR!! And I beg 
To gloat on it for all it’s worth. 
The tape that told my length of leg 
Perhaps has told the Prince’s girth. 
Perhaps the iron that, passing o’er 
These garments, made them look so nice, 
Had pressed the coat his Highness wore 
When Langtry chilled his back with ice. 


These great folks don’t seem so remote, 
As all these thoughts occur to me; 
With Poole’s name right inside one’s coat, 
One feels quite close to royalty. 
And lots of fellows, I surmise, 
Feel just that way. And I’m afraid 
It’s not the clothes that Poole’s supplies, 
But the dear Prince, that draws the trade! 
For I have shown my suit to Reiss 
(My tailor—er—that used to be). 
He wants my trade, but yet agrees 
That “ Poole” links one to royalty. 
And so, while it’s against his rules 
(He mend mistakes of others? ‘“ Nit!”), 
Still, just to handle goods from Poole’s, 
He’ll try to make the d——d things fit. 
Charles Hoyt. 








LOST GLORY. 


“aM DEY GOIN’ TER MAKE YER PAP SIT IN DE CHAIR AT SING SING, 
JIMMIE?” 


‘““NAW! DE DERN FOOL JURY SAYS HE AIN’T GUILTY!” 
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Lese Majeste. 
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2 “THE Lion ramps around the cage, Inside the cage I chanced to slip, 

The Lady smiles to see him rage. You should have seen that Lady skip 

| The little Mouse outside the bars Upon the Lion’s back. ‘ Help! Murder! 
Looks on and laughs. ‘ Well, bless my A Mouse !’ she screamed; you should have 

L= stars!” heard her ! 

Quoth he, “ to think they call that thing And then with brooms the keepers came 
The King of Beasts! If he’s a King, And drove me out (but, all the same, 
Who cannot make the Lady wince, I got the crumb that I was after). 
What must J be? When, not long since, A King, indeed! Excuse my laughter!” 


Oliver Herford. 


























Mae Montsevern’s Humbled 
Hopes. 


CuHapter I. 

HERE had been a great bargain sale 
of chuck steaks the day before, 
and so the butcher department in 
Catchem's Mammoth Emporium was 
comparatively deserted the morning on 
which our story opens. Beautiful Mae 
Montsevern, still tired from the un- 
paralleled run of yesterday, moved lan- 
guidly about, dressing some beeves that 
had just come down from the abbatoir 

on the roof. 

‘*Alas!” murmured our heroine, as she 
threaded her needle with No. 60 black 
flax, ‘‘ what girl in the world so un- 
happy as I! Mother, father, sisters and 
brothers—all on these poor, frail shoul- 


‘Lire 


ders of mine. Oh, dear! Even though 
working in a butcher department, I can- 
not make both ends meet ! ” 

She smiled a little at her wee, innocent 
joke; but it was asad smile, and soon 
gave way to tears. 

‘*: Nonsense !” suddenly exclaimed the 
brave girl, dashing away the salt drops. 
‘* Crying, when they have promised you 
a ‘raise’ at Christmas? Fie upon you, 
Mae Montsevern!” 


Cnapter II. 

The sun was just tingeing the East 
with roseate glow as beautiful Mae 
climbed the steps to her humble tene- 
ment home, for she worked on the night 
shift at the great department store, with 
hours from five to five. ‘‘ Hello, mother!” 
she cheerily called, opening the door 
and springing into the room. 





Uncle Sam; HELLO, CHRIS! WHAT HAVE YOU GOT FOR ME THIS YEAR? 


“NOT MUCH, SAM. 


YOU HAVE ALREADY SECURED ABOUT EVERYTHING YOU WANTED.” 
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HIS LITTLE EFFECT, 








A slender woman, with hair still show- 
ing many traces of refining, came out 
from behind a screen. 

‘* Triplets!” she announced, with a 
despairing catch in her voice. 

‘Triplets!’ gasped Mae. ‘*Oh, mother! 
It was hard enough to make my two 
dollars per week do for seventeen, and 
now what will it be with twenty! But 
cheer up!” she cried, wiping away her 
mother’s tears; ‘‘I get a ‘raise’ Christ- 
mas. you know!” 


Cnapter III. 

Christmas Day dawned bright and 
clear. It had been ahard night for Mae, 
but sorrow and repining were swallowed 
up in joy at the thought of the promised 
‘‘raise.” Taking the elevator, she as- 
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THROWING LIGHT ON A DARK SUBJECT. 


“FO’ DE LORD! AM DAT MA MAMMY OR MISS SANTA cLavs?” 


cended to the first floor, and went at 
once to the office of the general manager. 

‘* Merry Christmas, Miss Montsevern,” 
he called cheerily. ‘‘Suppose you’ve come 
to see about your ‘raise’? Eh, ma belle?” 

** Yes,” responded Mae, rather sharply, 
for she didn’t know what ‘‘ ma belle” 
meant. ‘‘ Dol get it?” 


“Yes, indeed,” replied the manager, 
with a twirl of his brilliantined mous- 
tache ; ‘‘ you have been transferred from 
the basement to the one hundred and 
fiftieth floor, The firm of Catchem, my 
dear Miss Montsevern, always keeps its 


b | ~7n 
promises ! Geo. EH. Creel. 





Her Christmas Greeting. 
T’S Christmas, and she sends to me 
I A neat and pretty card; 
But as I read my face grows long— 
It must be quite a yard, 


Tis not because its worth is slight 
That I am filled with woe; 
It is an invitation to 
Her wedding, don’t you know! 
James Barrett Kirk. 





N Admiral, haughty and stern, 
Was kissed by some girl at each turn. 
Said he: “I could stand it 
It they didn’t demand it, 
But compulsory microbes I spurn.” 


¢* P)ROVIDENCE tempers the wind 
to the shorn lamb.” That is why 
Christmas comes but once a year. 





“SAY, MISTER, DO YOU BITE OFF THE TAIL OR 
EAT HIM WHOLE?” 
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INITIAL FROM THE NEW EDITION 
OF ‘SPILGRIM’S PROGRESS.'* 


CUBA AND PORTO RICO. 


RELIABLE work on ‘‘ Cuba and Porto Rico, with the Other Ate household management, including the proper treatment 
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carried through in this country.” 


Progress attractive to a younger generation. 
paper, rich binding, $1.50; edition de luxe, large paper, in colors, $5.00. 


By DR. S. WEIR MITCHELL. 

The Adventures of Fran 

Twenty-fifth thousand and third large e 

fore issue. The story of a ‘‘ Foundling, Thief, Juggler, and 
Fencing-Master during the French Revolution."" $1.50. 


Islands of the West Indies,”’ setting forth in readable and enter- 
taining style the geology, climate, soil, and possibilities of the West 
Indian Islands. ‘The author, ROBERT T. HILL, of the United States 
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the modern house. 


Che Century Co.'s Christmas Books. 


The New York Tribune says of the illustrations, ‘‘ Certainly no more artistic enterprise than this has ever been 
Bunyan’s great classic has been illustrated and decorated by George Woolliscroft 
Rhead, Louis Rhead, and Frederick Rhead, making a superb art book and one which will help to make Pilgrim’s 
The price is extraordinarily low: large 8vo, in brown ink, on heavy 
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, By RUDYARD KIPLING. 
dition onpressbe- The Jungle Books, Illus. by Drake, $1.50 each. 
“Captains Courageous,” Illus. by Taber, $1.50. 
HOME ECONOMICS, by Maria Parloa. 


of the materials entering into the construction and furnishing of 
Fully illustrated, 400 pages, rich binding. $1.50. 


AL/ Geological Survey, is an authority on tropical America, having been Out of Mulberry Street. Our Conversational Circle. 
for years engaged in exploration of the regions. 8vo, 500 pages, od Jacos A, Ruts, author of A familiar essay on the art of 
richly illustrated. $3.00. ‘* How the Other Half Lives.” conversation, by AGNES H. MorR- 

| ’ : Stories and sketches of New York TON. Introduction by Hamilton 
New Edition of De T ocqueville’s “Democracy in America,” $5.00.  tenement-house life. $1.25. W. Mabie. $1.25. 

Nis 


Gallops, by David Gray. 
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tractive binding, $1.25. 


e Butterfly. 


by JonN LuTHER Lonc. $1.25. 


Se 
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tion by Joseph Jefferson. 1.00. 






A Year’s Subscription to 


ST. NICHOLAS 
is about the best holiday gift 
for a boy or girl. The maga- 
zine for 1899 will contain some 
of the best things St. Nicholas 
has ever printed, including a 
serial story of American history 
by the favorite author of to-day, 
G. A. Henty. If you wish to 

Christmas 
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use St. Nicholas as a 
nt, we will send you a 
dsomely printed certificate 
of subscription and the Novem- 
ber and December numbers (be- 
ginning the volume), and you 
can give them at Christmas,— 
the numbers from January on 
to go direct to the recipient. 

Price, $3.00 a year. 


The Story of Marco Polo. 
Drake. $1.50. 


> 


A collection of stories about steeplechas- 
ing and cross-country riding. A book that the writer, H. PHELPS WHITMARSH, who has 
will appeal to all who love the horse. In at- been a tramp, a silver miner, a pearl diver, 


A collection of five stories about Japan, 


By NoAH BROOKS. Illustrated by W. H. 


The World’s Rough Hand. 


The frank account of the experiences of 


etc. Aremarkable book. $1.25. 


Americans. 
Mrs. BURTON HARRISON'S new novel of 
contemporaneous lifein New YorkCity. $1.25. 


A Primer of Heraldry for Americans, 


By Epwarp S. HOLDEN, with many illustrations. $1.00. 


A New Edition of Stockton’s “Casting Away of Mrs. Lecks and Mrs. Aleshine.” 


Now issued in handsome form, with illustrations by Frederick Dorr Steele. $1.50. 


“In Palestine, and Other Poems,” by Richard Watson Gilder. $4.00. 
THE THUMB-NAIL SERIES. 


Delightful little books bound in stamped leather. $1.00 each. 


The Cricket on the Hearth. 


FITTING form for one of the most te classic of BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, ed- 
£1 popular of all classics, with an introduc- 


Poor Richard’s Almanack. 


ited by Benjamin E. Smith. With a fac- 
simile of the first number of the Almanack. 


FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 


POOP OP HO OO 


The Book of the Ocean. 
B* ERNEST INGERSOLL. Magnificently illus- 
trated. All the young folks will want it. 
Tells all about the ocean,—winds, tides, fishes, 
—explorers, Arctic regions, war-ships, etc., etc. 
Up-to-date. Two hundred illustrations. $1.50. 


Down Durley Lane. 
B4 LLADS byVIRGINIA WOODWARD CLOUD, 
beautifully illustrated by Reginald Birch, 
and printed in colors. $1.50. 


The Lakerim Athletic Club. 
A SESEL Ferme RUPERT HUGHES. 
With illustrations by C. M. Relyea. $1.50. 


Two Biddicut Boys. 
Y J. T. TROWBRIDGE. A capital story for 
boys. Illustrations by Rogers. $1.50. 


Through the Earth. 
JULES VERNE story by CLEMENT FE- 
ZANDI£. Illustrated.” $1.50. 


Denise and Ned Toodles. 
Aas story for girls by Mrs. GAB- 
RIELLE E. JACKSON. $1.25. 


St. Nicholas Songs. 
Original music by 32 composers. Beauti- 
fully illustrated. $1.25. 


Send for our handsomely illustrated catalogue of new and standard books. 
Address the publishers, The Century Co., Union Square, New York. 


do SSS. THE: CENTURY:CO?UNIONSQUARE'NEW YORK €erSSe> 


Life and Letters of Lewis Carroll. 
A biography of the author of ‘‘ Alice in Won- 


derland,"’ made up as far as possible of his own 
letters, especially to children. With 100 pictures. 





The Christmas 
Century 





Contains the first part of 


LIEUT. HOBSON’S 


Personal Narrative of 
The Sinking of the ‘‘Merrimac.’’ 


In this richly illustrated Christmas num- 
ber begins the most interesting magazine 
feature of the season,-—the most dramatic 
incident of the war, graphically described 
by its hero. Lieut. Hobson will write 
exclusively for THE CENTURY, and his 
narrative will be complete in three num- 
bers, beginning with December. 

In this same issue appears that part of 
Capt. Sigsbee’s story of the ‘‘ Maine” 
which covers the explosion in Mavana 
harbor. The number contains Christmas 
stories, Christmas pictures and poems, a 
be of the original Alice of *‘ Alice in 

onderland,” and a great number of 
Christmas attractions, making what is 
believed to be the most interesting Christ- 
mas number ever issued. The cover is 
the work of the great French artist Tissot. 

.ooayear. Begin subscriptions now. 

















The Land of Pearls. 


NE day I lay on the rocks, 

gazing dreamily out to 
sea, Far away on the clear 
blue water floated two ships, 
their white sails flapping lazily 
in the calm. The day was hot, 
the murmuring water among 
the rocks made me drowsy— 
my book fell from my relaxed 
hand, 

I had never been a realist; 
the story, therefore, irritated me; the 
author had struck a false note. Was he 
merely an ape?—a hing’s jester with cap 
and bells, whose business was to amuse the 
crowd? I sighed, and looked over the 
edge of the rocks, down into the calm of a 
deep green pool. To its walls long seaweed 
clung, which floated with the rising of the 
tide. The water was so clear I saw the 
bottom. It was covered with fine white 
sand; and, behold, in the centre swam a 
tiny mermaid, swishing her tail and laugh- 
ing as she played tag with a bluefish. 

Il watched the game, till at last the blue- 
fish grew tired and swam moodily away. 
With a toss of her head she blew him a 
kiss, and, swishing her tail, she swam to a 
rock near by. Up she climbed and seated 
herself in the warm sun. She then shook 
out her hair, which hung to her waist in 
long, fair waves. 

I gazed enraptured. 

She looked toward me finally; her eyes 
twinkled,a pretty smile stole over her face, 
and, putting both dainty hands to her 
mouth, she blew me a kiss. With a coy 
look, but with roguish eyes, she then said: 
«Won't you come down, fair sir, and sit by 
me on the rock? It’s cooler here; besides, 
we can talk and be merry. Please come 
down.” 

I descended and leaped upon the rock. 
As I did so, she held out her pretty arms 
and laughed with delight. I seated inyself 
by her. 

Placing her hand in mine and looking up 
coquettishly, she asked: ‘* Don’t you think 
he was very rude?” 

“Rude! Why, who was rude, my pretty 
mermaid?” 

“The bluefish. He left me in a tiff, be- 
eause he couldn’t catch me. You see, he 
thinks—I love him. ButI don’t, you know. 
Now, you wouldn’t be so rude, would 
you?” 

She was so bewitching, I put my arm 
round her and kissed her lips. “Nay, my 


‘are * 


pretty maid. How could he have been so 
rude?” 

A faint blush stole into her cheeks; she 
east her eyes shyly to the ground, sighed, 
and moved a little closer. My arm was 
still round her. 

A moment’s pause. The bluefish swam 
cautiously round the edge of a rock; he 
watched her with jealous eyes. I saw a 
tear roll down his cheek, 

‘*Where do you live, my pretty one?” 

“I live in the Land of Pearls,” she 
answered. 

“And where is that?” 

“The Land of Pearls is at the bottom 
of the great green sea. Would you go 
with me?” She raised her hand and 
stroked my face. ‘I should so like to 
have you go!” 

The bluefish splashed his tail savagely 
and darted away. 

** But how can I go to the land where you 
live? I don’t know how to swim.”’ 

She looked at me archly from the corner 
of her eyes, and leaned her head against 
myarm. “You don’t have to know how to 
swim, Just take my hand, be nice to me, 
and I’ll lead you to the land where I live.” 

I took her hand, and we jumped from the 
rock, down to the bottom of the pool. We 
stood upon the fine white sand, holding 
each other’s hand, her lithe figure shining 
like silver in the sunlight, her fair hair fall- 
ing slowly round her, a shower of gold. 

Hand in hand we wandered out into the 
deep blue sea; the rocks rose high, covered 
with clinging seaweed; the waves rolled 
overhead, but all was silent and motionless 
at the bottom of that deep blue sea. Great 
fish sailed lazily by, gazing at us with won- 
dering eyes. A clumsy cod swam towards 
us and stared stupidly into my face. 

“‘You’re very rude!” said my mermaid ; 
“the gentleman’s a friend of mine.” 

Then a porpoise came, rolling from side 
to side. As he passed he made a very 
drunken bow. My mermaid returned his 
bow; then, heaving a little sigh, she said: 
“It’s a pity he’s so dissipated ; he’s awfully 
nice at times.” 

And so we wandered, till we came to 
another land; the blue sea faded—it became 
an emerald green ; beautiful shells lay atour 
feet; here and there dark-green lobsters 
crept slowly over the fine white sand ; mer- 
maids daneed about us, their exquisite 
figures flashing like silver in the light of 
the green. One of them sat on the sand, 
holding a shell to her ear, and as she lis- 
tened to the roar within she laughed and 
shouted for joy. 

About us, beautiful little sea-fairies gath- 
ered, graceful and happy. My mermaid 
presented me, saying: “ The gentleman’s a 
friend of mine; I met him at the pool. 














‘A HIGH ROLLER.” 


He’s going with me to the Land of Pearls, 
Won’t you come, too?” 

“‘ Why, yes,” they answered, ‘“‘and thank 
you, too. Let’s all go to the Land of 
Pearls.” 

The fish that were swimming round us 
laughed aloud, and cried: ‘ Let’s all go to 
the Land of Pearls!” 

My pretty mermaid shrugged her shoul- 
ders and pouted. She then pressed my 
hand and said: ‘ I think they’re very push- 
ing. I don’t like a crowd.” 

We went on, the mermaids dancing about 
us, the rabble bringing up the rear. 

‘When shall we get to that land of 
yours?” I asked. 

“Oh, very soon. It’s yonder in that 
deeper green over the brow of that hill.” 

At last we stood on the brow of the hill. 
In the valley lay a city of pearls, far as the 
eye could see, The houses were of pearl; 
the streets; and the meadows beyond were 
scattered with pearls. Through the streets 
swam beautiful fish of many colors, and 
lovely mermaids gracefully wound their 
way among the throng. The water was an 
emerald green, ever changing; now dark, 
now light. 

As we descended the valley, I saw that 
the crowd of fish that had followed us 
halted at the top of the hill. They watched 
us with staring eyes, then swam away. 

I turned to my mermaid and said: “ Tell 
me, sweet one, why do they go away?” 

“Why? They couldn’t come with us; the 
King wouldn’t allow it. They are the com- 
mon throng, who live in the blue sea 
through which we came.” 

“The King! Pray, who is your King?” 

She tossed her tiny head, and with a touch 
of scorn she replied: “ You’re very igno- 
rant. Have you never heard of our King?” 
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Scribner’s Announcement 


THE MAGAZINE FOR ’99, 





~ THE CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

















OV. ROOSEVELT WILL 

WRITE FOR SCRIBNER’S 

EXCLUSIVELY ON THE 
SUBJECT OF THE SPANISH- 
AMERICAN WAR. 


(1) He will tell the picturesque story of 
the Rough Riders, from the inception of 
the original idea to the mustering out 
of his famous regiment. It begins in 
January and will run through six num- 
bers. 

Many of the numerous illustrations are 
from photographs taken under the super- 
vision of Colonel Roosevelt, 

(2) A series of articles telling of the prep- 
aration of the Navy (in which, as-Assist- 
ant Secretary of the Navy, he took an 
active part), of the administrative side of 
the campaign, the strategy, etc. 


RICHARD HARDING DAVIS, 
whose war descriptions have been one of 
the chief features of the year, will continue 
to be a prominent contributor, beginning 
in the January Scribner with a love story 
of the war. 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON’S LETTERS, kgidited by Srpney 


Cotvin, will begin in January and continue throughout the year. Illustrated 
from rare sources. 





Cot. THEODORE Roosevetr. 
From a copyrighted photograph by 
Rockwood. 


SENATOR HOAR’S Reminiscences, illustrated from portraits, facsimiles, 
etc., will be his political and personal memoirs, dealing with the great public men 
and events of the past half century, and are written in an anecdotal manner. 


GEORGE W. CABLE’S Snort Seriat Love-story, illustrated by ALBERT 
HERTER, will begin in the January number. 


JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS’S group of stories, illustrated by Frost, 
will be called ** The Chronicles of Aunt Minervy Ann.” 


MRS. JOHN DREW’S Reminiscences, with an introduction by her son, 


Joun DREW, will be full of anecdotes of famous players and playhouses. Illustrated 
from rare sources. 


SHORT STORIES, of the sort for which Scribner's is known, will be 
plentiful, including a quite extraordinary tale in a fresh field by Rupyarp Kip.ine. 


ROBERT GRANT?’S Sganrcuuicutr Lerrers include ‘To a Young Man 
Wishing to be an American,” ‘To a Young Man or Young Woman in Search of the 
Ideal,” etc. 


A SHORT SERIAL STORY BY ‘‘Q,”’ a stirring tale of loveand adven- 


ture, to run about half the year. 


SIDNEY LANIER’S MUSICAL IMPRESSIONS will’be given ina 


series of letters from the late poet to his wife. 


C. D. GIBSON’S “The Seven Ages of the American Woman,” drawings by 
Pyle, Parrish, Reinicke, McCarter, W. A. Clark, and others, are included in the Art 
Plans for ’99, 


The fi wll prospectus in small book form printed in colors with illustrations (cover and 
decorations by Hei ry McCarter) will be sent upon application. 











contains a notable article by The Rt. Hon. 
Che December Scribner JosEPH CHAMBERLAIN, on “America and 
Colonial Expansion’; “ In the Rifle Pits,” by Ricuarp Hagrprne Davis; * The Taking 
of Manila,” by Capt. T. BenrLey Mort; Senator Lopce’s “ Story of the Revolution ” 
(conclusion); ‘A Mimic War Correspondence,” by Rosert Louis STEVENSON; three 





THE STORY OF THE REVOLUTION. 
By Henry Casor Lopee. 
With nearly 200 illustrations by Pyle, Yohn, Chapman, de Thulstrup, Clark, 
Ditzler, Shipley, and others. 2 vols., 8vo. $6.00. 


THE CUBAN AND PORTO RICAN CATIIPAIGNS. ; 
By Ricwarp Harvine Davis. With many illustrations from photographs 
and drawings by eye-witnesses. Cr. 8vo. $1.50. 
OUR NAVY IN THE SPANISH WAR. 
By Joun R. Spears. With many illustrations. 12mo. $2.00. 


By the same author, ‘“* The History of Our Navy.” Illustrated. 
above, $10.00. 


COMMERCIAL CUBA. 
A Book for Business Men. By Wittiam J. Ciark. With 8 maps, 7 plans, and 


40 illustrations, and a Commercial Directory of the Island. 8vo. $4.00. 
THE WORKERS—THE WEST. 
By Water R. Wyckorr. Illustrated by W. R. Leigh. 12mo. $1.50. 
Already published. ‘* The Workers—The East.’ Illustrated. 12mo. $1.25. 


THE GOEDE VROUW OF IMANA-HA-TA. 
At Home and in Society, 1609-1760. By Mrs. Joun Kixnc Van RENSSELAER. 
8vo. $2.00. 
FASHION IN PARIS. 
The Various Phases of Feminine Taste and Msthetics from 1797 to 1897. 
By Octave Uzanne. Translated by Lady Mary Loyd. With 100 full-page hand- 
colored plates, and 250 text illustrations by Francois Courbin. Royal 8vo. $15.00. 


THE LOST WORD. 
A Christmas Legend of Long Ago. By Henry van Dyke. With photogravure 
illustrations by C. K. Linson, decorative horders, ete. 8vo. $1.50. 


MISS AMERICA. 
Pen and Camera Sketches of the American Girl. By ALEXANDER Biack. With 
75 illustrations from photographs by the author. 8vo. $2.50. 


RED ROCK. 
A Chronicle of Reconstruction. By Tuomas NELson Pace. 
B, West Clinedinst. 12mo. $1.50. 


THE HEART OF TOIL, 
By Octave THANET. Illustrated by A. B. Frost and C. 8. Reinhart. 12mo. $1.50. 


ANTIGONE, AND OTHER PORTRAITS OF WOTSIEN. 
(‘* Vuyageuses.*") From the French of Paut Bourget, 12mo. $1 50. 


REMBRANDT: A ROMANCE OF HOLLAND. . 
By WALTER CRANSTON LaRNED. With 8 full-page illustrations. 12mo. $1.50. 
MUSIC AND MANNERS. 
In the Classical Period. Essays. By H. E. Krensre.. 12mo.. $1.50. 
THE COLUMN AND THE ARCH. 


Essays in Architectural History. By W. P. P. Lonere.iow. Illustrated. 
$2.00. 


Illustrated by 


WORLDLY WAYS AND BY-WAYS. 


Essays. By Exviot Grecory. (‘‘An Idler.”’) 12mo. $1.50. 
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THE BASHFUL EARTHQUAKE. 
And Other Fables and Verses. By OLt1iverR HERFORD. 
Illustrated by the Author. 12mo. $1.25. 
BYWAYS 





LIFE’S COMEDY.—Tuirp SrErizs., 
By Various Authors. With many illustrations by 
Gibson, Wenzell, Toaspern, Blashfield, and others. 4to, 
$1.50. 
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Eliot Gregory 





THE BILLY GOAT. = 








4 vols. With the: 


12mo. 














striking short Stories, and numerous rich illustrations, including 16 pages in color, And other Comicalities, By E. W. Kemsie. With 
by Maxvietp Parrisu. Price $3.00 A YEAR, 25 CENTS A NUMBER. over a hundred drawings. Oblong 12mo. $1.00. 
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“No; I’m sorry to say, I never have.” 

“You needn’t be so airy; our King is a very 
great man. Now, if you're good and polite to 
me I'll take you to see our King.” 

I promised. So down we went to the City cf 
Pearls. About us swam beautiful fish, some 
purple, some crimson, some gold, Nowand then 
we met a pretty mermaid leaning on the fin of a 
goldfish, and as they passed she bowed and smiled, 
but the fish ouly stared at me vacantly. 

Down the street rolled a chariot; it was made 
of gold, inlaid with pearls. The coachman and 
footman were crimson fish, the prancing steeds 
sea-horses. In the chariot reclined a mermaid, 
beautiful to behold. She was taller than her sis- 
ters,and she bore a queenly air. On her lips 
played that same happy smile I had seen on those 
of all the others. She approached, and I neticed 
that all the fish stood still and bowed. 

As she drew near she waved her hand to us, 
and with a gracious bow she said: ‘ Welcome to 
the Land of Pearls!” 

I turned to my tiny mermaid—she was dancing 
at my side. I looked round at the smiling faces 
of her sisters, at the gayly colored fish. Ah!— 
happy little world! A world without a care! 

“And who is the lady?” I asked. 

“‘She’s the Queen. And now we are drawing 
near to our King. Don’t you feel afraid?” 

With such a merry twinkle she looked at me, 
my heart bounded with delight. I took her face 
between my hands, I kissed her—there in the 
street, before the crowd. 

The other mermaids danced about us; the fish 
laughed with glee, and all of them exclaimed: 
“ He kissed her in the street! ” 

My mermaid was silent; she blushed a delicate 
rose; she pressed my hand and murmured: 
* You’re very nice.” 

We turned the corner of a street into an open 
square where stood a pavilion, built of coral, and 
overgrown with seaweed of rare growth, some 
red, some green. We entered and stood before a 
golden throne. It was studded with diamonds, 
emeralds, rubies and pearls. On either side stood 
a swordfish, and about us were grouped mermaids 
and gayly colored fish. A man sat on thethrone; 
long white hair hung about his shoulders, a white 
beard flowed down his breast. A crown of gold 
was on his head, and in his hand he held a three- 
pronged spear. Weather-beaten was his face, and es 
his eyebrows shaggy. But his eyes twinkled, and 
a smile played round the corners of his mouth. 
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“Welcome, friend! What brought you here?” 
My mermaid meekly spoke: “ Please, your Ex- 
cellency, Ibrought him. Imet him at the pool; 
he put his arm about me, and was so very nice, I wanted him to 
come to the Land of Pearls.” 
~The monarch knit his brow and said: “ So, sir, you've been flirt- 
ing with one of my mermaids!” 
All the fish and mermaids crowded about us; they laughed, and 
cried aloud : ‘“ Yes—and he kissed her in the street; we saw it!” 
There we were—two wicked culprits—accused of some unknown 
crime. 
By my side my mermaid stooa trembling; her exquisite little 
head drooped pathetically. I felt myself growing angry. I turned 








MR. WHISTLER. 


on the crowd and exclaimed :-‘‘ Yes, and I’ll do itagain if you like!” 

Her hand stole into mine, she pressed it softly—just a dainty 
little squeeze—and the crowd shouted: ‘‘He’ll do it again if we 
like!” 

“Silence!” cried the King. ‘‘ We’ll lock him up in prison; that 
will be the thing—’twill teach him better manners,” 

‘*Don’t send him to prison, dear King,” pleaded my lovely mer- 
maid. ‘‘ Just because he was nice to me. The gentleman’s a friend 
of mine. I love him, and he loves me.” 

“Ob!” exclaimed the King, ‘ you love him! Well, that’s another 
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A Merry Christmas. 
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thing. Take him, by all means, if you like the kind. I can’t say I think much of 


your taste,” 

So we wandered away—she and I—away to the meadow, where the seaweed 
grows. Andas we went a change crept over me; my heart bounded—I laughed 
aloud. 

We sat upon a bank of moss. Leaning her head against my shoulder, she sang 
to mea song of love. She took me into her arms; my head sank wearily upon 
her bosom, my eyes closed, the sweet song filled my ears. 

Suddenly all grew dark; the song ceased abruptly. My mermaid uttered a little 
scream and clung to me. ‘The shark—the enemy of our land!” she cried. 

Far away in the dark-green water a shadow took form; it was yellow, spotted 
with black and brown; it rushed at us with savage, wide-open mouth. 

I looked about. At my feet lay the cast-off sword of a swordfish. 
dropped upon my knee, clasping my love in one arm. 

A second only. With a rush and whirl the shark passed over our heads, I 
drove the sword home. He turned, the sword buried in his side; but he was weak 
and sank to the ground; the water became a brilliant crimson. 

Clasping my trembling mermaid in my arms, I rushed back to the City of 
Pearls. I found the King and told him all. 

When I had finished he smiled, and said: ‘Thanks, kind sir; you have killed 
our enemy; we cwe you much, You shall live in this land, and have a house to 
your taste——’’ He stopped short; he became uneasy. 

Then he continued: “I know you'll pardon me if I—er—make a remark—it’s 

Don’t you think she could stand alone?” 
The swordfish, who stood on either side of the throne, 
had turned their backs; a group of mermaids were tittering. 

It occurred suddenly to me. I stood before the King, my mermaid clasped 
to my breast, her snow-white arms twined round my neck, a beautiful smile on 


Seizing it, I 


80 embarrassing to us all. 
What did he mean? 


her lips. 

Well, they built us a house. 
of gold. . 
Years have rolled by, and we still live there, my dainty mermaid and I. She’s 
just the same; she’s grown no older, and she’s quite as coquettish as ever, As for 
myself, I’m no older. We never grow old in this beautiful land. 


It is all of pearl, and the steps—they are made 


William Winslow. 








A COLLECTOR. 


‘““WHAT A WRETCH YOU MUST HAVE BEEN TO HAVE SIXTEEN WIVES!” 
“Ir WAS JUST A HOBBY OF MINE, SIR.” 








Che Companion Calendar for 1899. 


The most beautiful Holiday Gift ever 
presented to COMPANION readers. 
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O gift can be chosen that will confer more 


immediate and lasting happiness than a sub- 
scription to THE YOUTH’S COMPANION — for 
it is a gift that is renewed every Thursday 
the year round. am he a - 


Che Volume for 1899. 


AMOUS Soldiers and Sailors, Statesmen, Scholars 
and Story-Writers will give the best work of their 


best hours to make the 1899 volume of The Companion 
the most interesting and valuable one ever published. 
A beautiful illustrated announcement of the principal 
features of the new volume will be sent with sample 
copies of the paper Free to any address. 


OUR XMAS OFFER. 


4 who sends $1.75 now, mention- 

| The New Subscriber ing this paper or cutting out 

and enclosing this slip, will receive THE COMPANION every week 

from the time of subscription to January, 1899, FREE, and then a full 

year, 52 weeks, until January, 1900. This offer includes the exquisite 

» Companion Calendar—suitable for the adornment of the prettiest 
corner in the house. RS84 
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COLLIER’S WEEKLY 
CHRISTMAS 1898 
DOUBLE NUMBER IN COLORS 
PRICE 25 CENTS 





CONTAINING STORIES, ESSAYS, AND POEMS 
BY EDMUND GOSSE, S. R. CROCKETT, SARAH 
GRAND, FRANK L. STANTON, I. ZANGWILL, 
EDGAR SALTUS, ETC., ETC. 
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WITH COVER IN COLORS AND GOLD, BY 
FRONT PAGE, BY A. CAS- 
DOUBLE PAGE, BY F. C. YOHN, 

ETC. 


CHRISTMAS EXTRAVAGANZA 


WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED 


By HOWARD PYLE 


A. B. WENZELL. 
TAIGNE. 


AND A 





On Sale Everywhere Dec. 10th 























MANHATTAN, 
WHISKEY, 

TOF GIN, 
MARTINI, 
HOLLAND GIN, 
VERMOUTH and 
YORK, 
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THE CLUB COCKTAILS 


Years of experience 
have verified the the- 
ory that a Cocktail 
made of the best ma- 
terials and aged is in- 
finitely better than 
those prepared as 
*™ wanted. Asa Cock- 
tail is substantially a 
+ blend of different 

liquors, and as the 
oldest distillers are a 
unit in admitting that 
all blends improve 
with age, it must be 
accepted. as a fact, 
ratified by the general 

- : experience of the 
trade, that an aged mixed drink of any kind is superior to one made as 
wanted. Cocktails as served over bars are made entirely by guess, 
while the Club Cocktails are aged all ready for use, and require only to be 
poured over cracked ice and stra:ned off to bein pe:fect condition. They 
are made entirely by actual weight and measurement, and admitting 
that the same quality of materials are used in both cases, the wtolesale 
form of making must be the only way of getting Cocktails of uniform 
uality. Thousands have discarded the idea of trying to mix their own 
ocktails ; all will when they have given The Club Brand a fair trial. 

Avoid imitations. 


@.F, HEUBLEIN & BRO., Hartford, 
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New York, 











What 


Viola Allen 


Says: 


“| have found your 


JOHANN 
HOFF’S 


Malt Extract 








to be wonderfully 
strength-giving when 
fatigued from over- 
work, and gladly ac- 
knowledge its great 
value as a most effi- 


cient tonic.” 
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MALT EXTRACT 
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Extract Jrom the Mackerelville Bee.—‘*THE SOIREE MUSICALE GIVEN IN THE LARGE ROOM OVER MACINTYRE’S STABLES LAST MONDAY PROVED 
A SUCCESS BEYOND THE MOST SANGUINE ANTICIPATIUNS OF MACKEKELVILLE’s créme de la societé, THE HIT OF THE EVENING WAS UNDOUBTEDLY 
MASTER LARRY COSTIGAN’S PATHETIC RENDERING OF THE WE!L-KNOWN BALLAD ENTITLED “ MOTHER WEARS A SHAMROCK WREATH ABOVE.”’ 





W. & J. Sloane 


Our well selected and varied stock 
OF 


ORIENTAL RUGS 


is replete with rare and beautiful specimens of the Eastern 
hand-looms. 

To the selection of the Finer Grades we have given 
especial care this season, and connoisseurs, collectors and 
| lovers of Industrial Art as practised in the Orient will do 


well to see our unequalled coll ction before purchasing 
elsewhere. 


Broadway § 19th Street. 











Registered Trade Mark 


Handkerchiefs 


Holidays 


age preparations are all made to meet your 
needs; it really does not matter what your 
need is within the bounds of 


Pure LINEN HANDKERCHIEFS 








we can supply it—plain handkerchiefs, embroidered 
handkerchiefs, initialed handkerchiefs. We show not a 
mere handful of each but thousands of dozens to 
select from. People who love to look at pretty things 
will find it interesting to look through our stock, 
and we very cordially invite every reader of this to 
do so. 
‘THE LINEN STORE” 


JAMES McCuTcHEon & Co. 


14 West 23d Street, New York . 
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WHILE THE PRUDENTIAL DEALS WITH MANY INSURANCES OF SMALL AMOUNT, IT INCLUDES ALSO IN ITS 
BUSINESS LIFE INSURANCES OF THE CREATEST MAGNITUDE. 


Above is a facsimile of check received by The Prudential Insurance Company of America 
from Messrs. Hahne & Co., of Newark, N. J., to cover the first year’s premium on Partnership 
Life Insurance taken out by Messrs, 
who control the largest department store 
in the State of New Jersey. 


W. H. Kellner, A. J., R., and A. Hahne, | 





After considering propositions from 
a number of the leading life insurance | 
companies, the choice fell upon The 
Prudential as furnishing the most ad- 
vantageous contract 
THE The Prudential will gladly receive 
' PRUD ENTIAL applications for Partnership Life Insur- 
ance, which consists of the insuring of 
some Lied a » lives of men joined in business partner- 
STRENGTH OF ship. 
GIBRALTAR By this means a fund may be created 
with which to protect the interests of the 
survivors in event of death of a member 
of the firm. A common sense form of 
life insurance for business men to make 
assurance doubly sure. 
Write for further information, rates, 
tc., to 


“THE PRUDENTIAL 


Insurance Co. of America, 


Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. | 
JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. 
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SENATOR BaTEs of Tennessee told me an anecdote of 
Colonel Tom Sumter that 1 have never seen in print. Sumter 
was « giant of a fellow, with a voice like a fog-horn. It is 
said his “ holler’ could be heard for miles. On one occasion 
when he was off on a foray, the Tories came and captured his 
wife, Molly, and stripped the plantation of everything. When 
‘ Old Tom "' came home and found Molly gone his rage knew 
no bounds. 
put after the Tories. He overtook them on the third day, and 
hung about until midnight. Then he deployed his forces 
around the camp, and told them to await his orders to fire. 
He was afraid of Molly being shot in the mélée, so when he 
got everything ready he opened his big mouth and let out a 
yell that fairly made the earth tremble. ‘ Lay down, Molly! 
Lay down, Molly!" and Molly, recognizing those stentorian 
tones, fell prone on her face, and after the last “‘ Lay down, 
Molly,”’ came the command, “ Fire and charge.” Molly was 
recaptured without being hurt. —Exchange. 


THE magician was making a one-night stand in a little 
Jersey town. He had been performing for an hour, and had 
his audience in good humor. It was “ with him” in every. 
thing, and when he pulled the bad boy of the town up on the 
stage a general laugh followed. 

*“ Are you sure, my lad, that all your pockets are empty ?”’ 
he asked. 

‘Quite sure, sir,’ answered the youngster, “for the 
rabbit dat you put in me coat before de show got away.” 

— Philadelphia Call. 


An English paper says that the hat of a certain short- 
sighted master at Eton blew off one day, and as he started 
in pursuit a black hen dashed out of the gateway. The 
achoolmaster saw the hep and thought it was his hat, and all 
Eton was electrified by the spectacle of a hatless and breath- 
less reverend man hunting a black hen from one end of the 
street to the other.—Argonant, 


CALIFORNIA 


Special vestibuled trains, 
consisting of sleeping, 
dining, library, and ob- 
servation cars, will leave 
the Eastern cities, De- 
cember 13th, and fre- 
quently thereafter, for 
California, includingstop 
at the old Spanish city 
of Santa Fe, New Mex- 
ico, or via New Orleans, 
San Antonio, El Paso, 
Tours to Mexico, 
Hawaii, Japan, Europe, 
State information 


etc. 


etc. 
wanted. 


Railroad and Steamship Tickets 


toall points. 


Raymond & Whitcomb, 


Tours and Tickets, 


81 East 14th St., Union Square West, New York. 


296 Washington St,., Boston, Mass, 
1005 Chestnut St,, Philadelphia, Pa, 


Gathering together such forces as he could, he , 


ee 
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“‘ YESTERDAY," said Jabson, “I refused a poor woman a 
request for a small sum of money, and in consequence of my 
act I passed a sleepless night. The tones of her voice were 
ringing in my ears the whole time.” 

“Your softness of heart does you credit,’ said Mabson; 
“who was the woman ?”’ 

“My wife.”— Vanity Fair. 


THE Scotch reverence for Gladstone is displayed in this 
conversation between two Scotchmen. One of them said, 
with much emphasis: ‘‘ There hasna been a lawgiver equal to 
Mr. Gladstone since the days of Moses.” 

‘* Moses!’ retorted the other; ‘‘Moses got the law gien 
tie him frae the Lord, but Mr. Gladstone maks laws out o’ his 
ain heed.”—Zaxchange. 


TEASING FRIEND: What makes that new baby at your 
house cry so much, Tommy ? 

Tommy (indignantly): It don’t cry so very much; and, 
anyway, if all your teeth were out, and your hair otf, and 
your legs so weak you couldn’t stand on them, I fancy you’d 
feel like crying yourself! ‘’— New Orleans Times-Democrat. 


‘“MARY, 1 saw the baker kiss you to-day. I think I shall 
go down and take the bread in future.” 

“°Twouldn’t be no use, ma’am; he wouldn’t kiss you, 
‘cos he promised he’d never kiss anyone else but me.” 


— Ally Sloper. 


A CERTAIN General and his staff, while wending their way 
through one of the narrow valleys of Tirah, were annoyed by 
the attentions of a solitary marksman, who from time to time 
sent a bullet unpleasantly close. At last the General turned 
to his orderly—a Pathan sowar—and told him to dismount, 
take his carbine and try and stalk the mountaineer. The 
sowar started off, and presently there was a crack, and a 
gray-bearded old Afridi tumbled headlong down the moun- 
tain side. The sowar rejoined and fell into his place. ‘ Well 





done!” said the General; ‘‘ but how on earth did you manage 
it so easily ?”’ 

“Oh,” replied the sowar, ‘I knew his habits; he was my 
father.’’—London Truth. 


Ir was a colored lady who presented herself the other day 
in Lexington, Ky., at the place of registration to qualify for 
the casting of her vote upon the school question at the next 
election, a franchise only recently bestowed upon the women 
of the Blue Grass State. 

‘“* With what political party do you affiliate?” inquired 
the clerk of the unaccustomed applicant, using the prescribed 
formula. 

Dusky blushes, coyness and confusion. 

“Is 1 *bleeged to answer that there question?” 

* Certainly; the law requires it.” 

“Then, lady,” retreating in dismay, ‘I don’t b’lieve I'll 
vote, ’case I'd hate to have to mention the party’s name. 
He’s one of the nicest gent’muns in town.’’— Wave. 


CHARLES LEVER, the novelist, was once the guest of 
Doctor Whately, the Archbishop of Dublin, at his country 
seat. Among the other guests were some of the expectant 
clergy, who paid submissive court to their host. While the 
Archbishop and his guests were walking through the 
grounds the prelate plucked from a bush a leaf which, he de- 
clared, had a most nauseous flavor. 

“Taste it,” said he, handing the leaf to one of the 
clergy. 

The latter smilingly obeyed, and then, with a wry face, 
subscribed to the botanical orthodoxy of the Archbishop. 

“Taste it, you, Lever,” said the gratified prelate, handing 
the leaf to the novelist. 

“No, thank you,” said Lever, laughing; ‘“‘my brother is 
not in your Grace’s diocese.” 

— Argonaut, 
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Wool Soap is made for your 
skin——it does it good——it cleans 
it, softens it, keeps it healthy—— 
nothing in it but the purity and 
quality of soap-making elements 


—a safe soap for all 
toilet purposes..: 


Swift and Company, Chicago 


The only soap that won’t shrink woolens 
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Scientific Investigation Has Proved that 


Ordinary Wheat Flour is Rothing 
But Powdered Starch and Gluten. 


KERNEL of wheat is a perfect fruit, but it is mutilated by the ordinary miller, who takes the part which can be prepared the 
easiest, bolts it and calls it flour. Unfortunately for the health of the people, he throws away and sifts out the best part— 
the phosphates and nitrogenous properties. This is robbery of the specific parts most necessary to the prope~ building of a 

strong and healthy body. 


The Lafferty Complete Flour 


is made on entirely different principles, as it discards only the husk (A) or outside cover, which is utterly indigestible. 

It saves that which others throw away, viz.: the rich and effective phosphates and albuminoids that come from the parts of 
the kernel marked B and C. 

This is the choicest part of the grain. What ordinary flour is made of is the starch and gluten (D) inside of this ring of 
richness. The latter contains the fuel of the kernel. 

No further argument is necessary to show the value of the Lafferty Complete Flour over all ordinary kinds. It is made of 


Blue Ridge Virginia wheat. There is none like it. 
The Lafferty The Brain 
Consumes 


Complete 
75 Grains 


Flour 
of phosphates each day, 


contains 300% more 
unless by use of 


phosphatic, albuminous 
and nitrogenous food 
than any high grade 
flour in the market. 

It is these particular 
parts that are needed 
for the brain, nerves, 
gastric juices, bile, bone 


and blood. 





Grain of Wheat Split and Magnified. 


common flour it is 
starved! 

The teeth and bones 
are nine-tenths 
phosphate of lime, and 
need food. 

It is slow but certain 
suicide to starve the 
great organs by using 
common flour. 


ORDINARY FLOUR HAS A DRY, CHALKY, DEAD TASTE, WHILE 
“LAFFERTY FLOUR” HAs A RICH, NuTTY, LIVE FLAVOR. 


IT 1S MADE EXCLUSIVELY OF BLUE RIDCE VIRCINIA WHEAT. 


It costs twice as much to manufacture as ordinary kinds and yet is sold at only a slight advance. When it is considered that 
it contains four times the nourishment for brain, nerve and digestion, it is the cheapest flour on earth. 
Those who keep on eating ordinary starch flour will pauperize the brain, derange the stomach. create dyspepsia, multiply 


disease, and run down the vital forces. 
The Lafferty ‘‘ Complete Flour” changes all this. 


PERFECT HEALTH? 


thereby obtaining 


Why not use it in place of the mutilated flour, and feed the brain and blood, 


Wwhlesale by AUSTIN NICHOLS &« CO., 


ILD BY GROCERS. 


55 HUDSON STREET, NEW YORK. 
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PERSONALLY CONDdECTED TORS. 


An era of splendid prosperity is the hope and promise of the times. Money is easy now, 
and will be easier. There will be leisure for travel and the means to indulge it. 

The PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD offers a most attractive list of Tours to all the leading 
Winter Resorts—Florida, the South, California. Magnificent Special Trains, Reasonable Rates, 
Personal Escort. 

Apply at Pennsylvania R. R. Ticket Offices for booklets, or write to GEO. W. BOYD, Asst. Gen’l Pass. Agent, 


Broad Street Station, Philadelphia, specifying ‘‘ California Tours,” ‘‘ Florida Tours,” ‘‘ Washington Tours,” or ‘‘ Old Point 
Comfort and Richmond Tours.” 





Invented by the well-known 
authority on diseases of the scalp, YW@k bh Be a a serene «| 
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Send for circular. 
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WALTHAM WATCHES 


Ask your jeweler for a WALTHAM watch 
and he will supply it, no matter if he 
happens to have personal prejudices in 
favor of some other. Insist upon having 
a WaLTHAM and no other.’ There are 
other American watches and other American 
watch companies, but none of them can 
make a WALTHAM watch. ‘The American 
Waltham Watch Company is the first 
American company; the first to be organ- 
ized (nearly half a century ago), and the 
first at the present time in the quality and 
volume of its product. | WALTHAM watches 
are all good time-keepers—some of them 
better suited for one class of service, some 
for another. 

We particularly recommend the move- 
ment engraved with our trade-mark 


‘¢Riverside,” as combining high quality and 
medium price. 7 


AMERICAN WaLTHAM WatTCcH Co.,, 
Waltham, Mass. 


For sale by all jewelers. 
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